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DIED 1726. 


Dr . George Sewell, author of Sir Walter Raleigh, 
a tragedy; several papers in the fifth volume of the 
Taller, and ninth of the Spectator; a Life of John 
Philips; and some other things. There is something 
melancholy in this poor man's history, lie was a 
physician at Hampstead, with very little practice, 
and chiefly subsisted on the invitations of the neigh¬ 
bouring gentlemen, to whom his amiable character 
made him acceptable; but at his death not a friend 
or relative came to commit his remains to the dust! 
lie was buried in the meanest manner, under a 
hollow tree, that was once part of the boundary of 
the church-yard of Hampstead. No memorial was 
placed over his remains. 


VEKSKS, 

'..vru TO BE WRITTEN BY THK AUTHOR ON 1IIM>FUF WHEN 
HE WAS IN A CONSUMPTION. 

Why, Damon, with the forward day. 

Dost thou thy little spot survey. 

From tree to tree, with doubtful cheer. 

Pursue the progress of the year. 

What winds arise, what rains descend. 

When tlion before that year shalt end.^ 

VOL IV. R 
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SIR JOHN VANBRircn. 


What do thy noon-tide walks avail, 

'Fo clear the leaf, and pick the snail, 

Tlien wantonly to death decree 
An insect UvScfiiller than thee ? 

Thou and the worm are brother-kind. 
As low, as earthy, and as blind. 

\'ain wretch! canst thou expect to sec 
The downy peach make court to thee ? 

Or that thy sense shall ever meet 
I'he hcan-flowor’s deep-embosomM sweet, 
Exlialing with an evening blast ? 

Thy evenings then will all be ])ast. 

Thy narrow pride, tl)y fancied green, 

(For vanity ’s in little seen) 

Ail niutit he left when Death appears. 

In spite of wishes, groans, and tears; 

Nor one of all thy plants that grow 
J5ut rosemary will with thee go. 


SlU .lOHN VANBRUGir. 


BORN 1606. - DIED 1/26. 


Nir John V vnbrugh’, the poet and architect, was 
the oldest son of Mr. Giles Vanbrugh of London, 

' Tlic family of Sir John Vanbrugh is stated, in the Biograpliia 
Drainatica, to have conic originally from France; but iny friend 
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merchant: he was born in the parish of St. Stephen’s, 
VValbrook^ l660\ lie received a very liberal educa¬ 
tion, and at the age of nineteen was sent by his 
father to France, where lie continued several years. 
In 1703 he was appointed CJarencieux king of arms, 
and in 1706 was commissioned by Queen Anne to 
carrv tlie habit and ensigns of the order of tlic garter 
to Kiuir Cicorjic the First, then at Hanover, Flo 
was also made comptroller-general of the board ot 
w'orks, and surveyor of the gardens and waters. In 
J714 he received the order of knighthood, and in 
1719 married Henrietta Maria, daughter of Colonel 
Varboroueh. Sir John died at his house in Scotland- 
yard, and is interred in the family vault under the 
church of St. Ste[)hcn, Walbrook. He left only one 
sou, who fell .'U. the battle ot l onteuoy. 


FAULK. 

URLATKl) UY A liCAL IO KSsOiV 

A Band, a Bob-wig, and a Feather, 
Attack’d a lady’s heart together. 


UK Rev. Cjleorgc Vaiibrugli. rretur uf Auglilon, in Laiica^blri', tlit: 
'inlv surviving clesct'iidiuit ol tlio liiiiiily. iiiiorius 1110 hi' 

ancestors were eminent merchants of Aiitwup, ami lied out oi 
yiandcrs ■when the J)uhe of Alv.i Iriod to establish the iiujuisitioii 
ia those provinces. J first look refuge in lloJland, .'iiid Irum 
thei’M canu- over to Krigland to mjoy tlie protcslant piohclioii ol 
t^uci 11 Elizabeth, 

b 2 



SIK ,I()FIN VAMJRrJflH. 


TIiu Band in a most learned plea, 

Made up of deep philosoph}^ 

Told her, if she would please to w'ed 
A reverend board, and take instead 
Of vigorous youth. 

Old solemn truth, 

Willi books and morals, into bed, 

How happy she would be. 

The Bob, he talked of management, 

What wond^rous blessings heaven sent 
On care, and pains, and industry; 

And truly he must be so free 
To own he tliought your airy beaux. 

With powdered wigs, and dancing shoos, 
Were good for nothing (mend his soul!) 
Ikit prate, and talk, and play the fool. 

He said ’twas wealth gave joy and mirth. 
And that to he the dearest wife 
Of one, who labour’d all bis life 
To make a mine of gold bis own, 

And not spend sixpence when he’d done. 
Was heaven upon earth. 

When these two blades had done, d’ye see 
The Feather (as it might be me), 

Stt'^^s out, sir, from behind the skrecn, 
With such an air and such a mien— 

Look you, old gentleman,—in short 
He quickly spoil’d the statesman’s spnit. 
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It proved such sunshine weather 
That, you must know, at tlie first beck 
The lady leapt about his neck. 

And oft* they went together. 


WILLIAM CONGRKVE. 


BORN l66g.—DIED 1729. 


FROM THE MOURNING BRIDE. 

Aliiiciia nieotiiig licr liusband AlphonsOj whom slie had imagined 
to be dood, ikjw disguised as llie captive Osmyii, al the tomb 
of bis tallicT AnseJrao. 

Enter Almeria and Leonora. 

Aim. It was a fancied noise, for all is hushed. 

It bore the accent of a luiman voice. 

Aim. It was thy fear, or else some transient wind 
Whistling through hollows of this vaulted aisle. 

WeMl listen- 

Lean. Hark! 

Aim, No, all is hushed, and still as death-i-’tis 
dreadful! 

How reverend is the face of tliis tall pile. 

Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 

To bear aloft its arclicd and ponderous roof, 

Ijy its own weight made stedfast and immoveable, 
l.ooking tranquillity. It strikes an awe 
And terror on my aching sight; the tombs 
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And monumental eaves of death look cold, 

And slioot a chill ness to my trembling heart. 

Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 

Nay, f[uickl3' speak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice—1113'^ own affrights me with its echoes. 

Leon. Let us return ; the horror of this place^ 
And bilenee, will increase your melancholy. 

Atm. It may my fears, hut cannot add to that. 
No, I will on; shew me Anselnio's fomh, 

Lead me o’er hones and skulls, and moulc(» ring 
eai th. 

Of human bodies; for I’ll mix with them, 

Or wind me in the shroud of some pale corj)sc, 

Yet green in t artli, rather than be the bride 
Of Garcia’s more detested bed : that thought 
Lxerlb my spirits, and m3^ present fears 
Are lost in dread of greater ill. Then shew me. 
Lead me, for I am holder grown *. lead on 
Where 1 may kneel, and pay my vows again, 

To him, to Heaven, and niy Alphonso s soul. 

Leon. I go ; but Heaven can tell with what regret. 


Enter IIeli. 


\^E.Ycuni. 


Htii. I w'^ander through this maze of nionumenls, 
Yet cannot find him—Hark ! sure ’tis the voice 
Of one complaining—There it sounds !—I’ll follow 
it. 



WfLLlAM CONGUKVE. 


Scene II. — OpcuuiiTy discovers a place oj Twih-^ 
one Monument, /ronlijitr the view, greater than the 
rest. 

Enter Algeria and Lfonora. 

IaCoiu l^ehold the sacred vault, within whose 
womb 

The poor remains of good Ansclmo rest. 

Yet fresh and unconsunied by time or worms. 

W'hat do J sec? Oh, Heaven ! either my eyes 
Are falsCj or still the maible door remains 
Unclosed ; the iron gates, that lead to death 
IJencatli, arc still wide stretched upon their hinge. 
And staiinL; on us with unfolded leaves! 

Sure ’tis the friendly yawn of death for me ; 
And tliat dumb mouth, significant in show. 

Invites me to tlie bed, where 1 alone 
Shall rv-^'t; shews me the grave, where nature, 
\v eary 

And long oppressed with woes and bemling cares. 
May lay the t)urtheii down, and sink in slumbers 
Of peace etci luil. Death, grim death, will fold 
Me in his Ituiden arms, and press me close 
To liis cold clayey breast: My father, then. 

Will c'cMSc his tyrami}^; and CUareia, too, 

Will fly my pale deformity ith loatiiing. 

My soul, enlarged from its vile bonds, will mount. 
And range tiie starry orbs, and niilky-wa^'s, 

Of <^iiat refulgent world, where J shall swim 
In l'.([ uid 1 ight, and float, on seas {.-f bliss, 

To nn Alidionso’s s'oul. Oli, joy too great! 
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Oh, ccstacy of thought! Help me, Anselmo ; 

Help me, Alphonso; take me, reach thy hand; 

To thee, to thee I call; to thee, Alphonso: 

Oh, Alphonso! 

OsMYN nscendins^ from the tomb. 

Osm. Who calls that wrctchnl thing tliat was 
Alphonso ? 

Aim. Angels, and all the host of heaven, •'Upport 
me 1 

Osm. Whence is that voice, whose shrillness, 
from the grave, 

And growing to his fatlicr’s shroud, roots up 
Alphonso ? 

Aim. Mercy ! Providence ! Oh, speak, 

Speak to it cjuickly, ipiickly; speak to me, 

Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy bosom, from the light 
And from my eyes ! 

Osm. Amazement and illusion ! 

Rivet and nail me where I stand, ye powers, 

[Coming Jhneard. 

That, motionless, I may be still deceived! 
i.et me not stir, nor breathe, Jest I dissolve 
That tender, lovely form of painted air, 

^>0 like Almcria. Ha ! it sinks, it falL; 

1*11 ca" h it ere it goes, ami grasp her shade! 

life ! *tis warm! *tis she, Tis she herself! 

Nor dead, nor shade, hut breathing and alive ' 
h is Almeria, it is my vrife ! 



WILI.IAM CONCRKVE. O 

Enter Heli. 

Leoiu Alas ! she stirs not yet, nor lifts her eyes ; 
He, too, is fainting—Help me, help me, stranger. 
Whoe’er thou art, and lend thy liand to raise 
These bodies. 

IIcl. Ha! ’tis he! and with-Almcria! 

Oh, miracle of happiness ! Oli, joy 
Unhoped for! Does Almeria live? 

Osm. Where is she ! 

I>et me behold, and touch her, and be sure 
'Tis she; shew me her face, and let me feel 
Her lips with mine—*Tis she, I am not deceived; 

T taste her breath, I warm her and am warmed. 
T.ook up, Almeria, bless me with thy eyes; 

Look on thy love, thy lover, and th^^ husband! 

Aim. I have sworn I’ll not wed Garcia: why do 
ye force me ? 

Is this a father ? 

Osm, Look on thy Alplionso. 
riiy father is not here, my love, nor Garcia 
\^or am I what I seem, but thy Alphonso. 

\Vilf thou not know me? Hast thou then forgot 
me ? 

Hact thou thy eyes, yet canst not see Alphonso ? 
Am I so altered, or art thou so changed, 

I'liat, seeing my disguise, thou seest not mo ? 

Aim, It is, it is Alphonso ! ’tis his face, 
flis voice—I know him now, I know him all, 

Oh lake me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 
u'i. to the bottom of the boundless deep, 
lu seas beneath, where theu so long hai-t du('l(. 
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Oh, how hast thou returned ? How hast thou 
charmed 

The wildness of the waves and rocks to this; 

That, thus relenting, they have given thee hack 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me ? 

Osm. Oh, I’ll not ask, nor answer, how or why 
VVe both h ave backward trod tlie paths of fat(% 

To meet again in life ; to know I have tlicc. 

Is knowing more than any circumstance. 

Or means, by which f have thee- 

To fold thee thus, to pre^s ihy Ijiilmy lips. 

And gaze upon thy eyes, is so much joy, 

1 have not leisure to r«ilect, or know. 

Or trifle time in lliinkmg. 

Aim. Stay a while- 

Let me look on thee ^t't a little moie. 

Osm. What wouldsl thou ? tliou dost pul me from 
thee. 

Aim, Yes. 

Osm. And why ? What dost thou mean Why 
dost thou gaze so ? 

Aim. 1 know not; ’tis to see thy face, I thmk— 
It is too much ! too much to hear and Jive ! 

To see thee thus again in such profusion 
Of joy, of bliss—I cannot bear—I must 
He mad—I cannot be trans])ortcd thus. 

Osm. Thou excellence, thou joy, thou heaven of 
love ! 

Aim. Where hast thou been? and how art thou 
alive ? 

T low is all this All-pon erful Heaven, wlial are we ^ 
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Oh, my strained heart—let me again behold thee, 
For I weep to see thee—Art thou not paler? 
iMiieh, mueh ; how thou art changed ! 

Not in my love. 

Aim. No, no! thy griefs, I know, have done this 
to thee. 

Thou hast w('pt much, Alphonso; and, I fear, 

'I’oo much, too tenderly, lamented me. 

Osm. Wrong not my love, to say too tenderh. 

No more, my life ; talk not of tears or grief; 
Aillietion is no more, now thou art found. 

Wljy dost thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, 
IM}' arms which ache to hold thee fast, and grow 
Tr) thee with twining? Come, come to my Jicart ? 

Aim. I will, i’or I should never look enough. 

'Fhey would h.‘ne married me; hut I had sworn 
To Heaven and thee, and sooner would have died— 
Osm. I'c rfeclion of ail faithfulness and love ! 

A/m. Indeed I would—Nay, I would tell thee all, 
Tf I could speak ; how 1 have mourned and prayed: 
f’or I have prayed to thee, as to a saint; 

And thou hast heard my prayer; for thou art come 
I'o my distress, to my despair, which Heaven 
(hndd only, by restoring thee, have cured. 

Ovw. Grant me hut life, good Heaven, but length 
of days. 

To pay some part, some little of this debt, 

This countless sum of tenderness and love. 

For V hicli 1 stand engaged to this all-excellence; 
’i’hrn h('ar me in a whirlwind to my fate, 

Snutcli me from life, and cut *iie short unwarned . 
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Then, then, 'twill be enough—I shall be old, 

1 shall have passed all xras then 

Of yet unmeasured time; when I have made 

This exquisite, this most amazing goodness, 

Some recompense of love and matchless truth. 

Aim. 'Tis more than recompense to sec thy face 
If Heaven is greater joy, it is no happiness, 

For 'tis not to be borne—What shall 1 say ? 

1 liavc a thousand things to know and ask, 

And speak—That thou art here beyond all ho[)c, 
All thought; and all at once thou art before me. 
And with such suddenness hast hit iny sight, 

Is sucli surprise, such mystery, such ecstasy, 

It hurries all iriy soul, and stuns niy sense. 

Sure from thy ^MlIler^s tomb thou didst arise ? 

Osm, I did; and thou, my love, didst call nic; 
thou. 

Aim. True ; but how cam’st thou tlrerc ? Wert 
thou alone ? 

Osm. I was, and lying on my lather’s lead. 

When broken echoes of a distant voice 
Disturbed the sacred silence of the vault. 

In murmurs round iny bead. I rose and listened, 
And thought I heard thy spirit call Alplioiiso; 

I thought I saw thee too; but, Oh, I thought not 
That I indeed should be so blest to see tbec—- 
Aom. But still, how earnest thou thither ? How 
thus } -Ha ! 

What’s he,M'ho, like thyself, is started here 
Ere seen ? 
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Osm. Where? Ha ! What do I see, Antonio! 

1 am fortunate indeed—my friend, too, safe! 

Hdi^ Moht happily, in finding you thus blessed. 
Aim, More miracles! Antonio escaped ! 

Osin. And twice escaped; both from the rage of 
seas 

And war: for in the fight I saw him fall. 

Heli. Blit fell unhurt, a prisoner as yourself. 

And ns yourself made free; hither I came. 
Impatiently to seek you, where 1 knew 
Your grief would lead you to lament Anselmo. 

Osm. There are no wonders; or else all is wonder. 
Ildi. I saw’ you on the ground, and raised you up, 
When with astonishment I saw Almeria. 

Osm. I saw her too, and therefore saw not thee. 
Aim. Nor 1 ; nor could I, for my eyes were 
yours. 

Osm. What means the bounty of all-gracious 
Heaven, 

That persevering still, with open hand. 

It scatters good, as in a waste of mercy! 

Where will this end ? But Heaven is infinite 
In all, and can continue to bestow. 

When scanty number shall be spent in telling. 

Leon. Or I am deceived, or I beheld the glimpse 
Of two in shining habits cross the aisle; 

Wlio, by their pointing, seem to mark this place. 
Aim. Sure 1 have dreamt, if we must part so 
soon. 

Osm. I wish at least our parting were a dream, 

Or wc coiild sleep till we ogam were met. 
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Helu Zara and Selim, sir; I sawr and know them : 
You must be quick, for love will lend her wings. 
Aim, What love ? Who is she ? Why are you 
alarmed ? 

Osm. She’s the reverse of thee; she’s my un¬ 
happiness. 

Harbour no thought that may disturb thy peace ; 
But gently take thyself away, lest she 
Should come, and see the straining of my eyes 
To follow thee. 

Retire, my love. I’ll think how we may meet 
To part no more ; my friend will tell thee all 3 
How I escaped, how 1 am here, and thus; 

How 1 am not ealied Alphonso now, but Osmyn; 
And he Hcli, All, all he will unfold, 

Ere next we meet- 

Aim, Sure we shall meet again - 

Osm, We shall j we part not but to meet again. 
Gladness and warmth of ever-kindling love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in absence ! 

[^Exeunt Alm. Leon, and IIeli 
Yet I behold her—^yet—and now' no more. 

Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view niy 
thoughts. 

So shall you still behold her—’twill not be. 

Oh, impotence of sight! Mechanic sense ! 

Which to exterior objects ow^’st thy faculty. 

Not seeing of election, but necessity. 

’i'hus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors. 
Successively reflect succeeding images: 

Not what they would, hut must; a star, or toad , 
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Just as the hand of cliance administers. 

Not so the mind, whose undetermined view 
Resolves, and to the present adds the past, 
Essaying farther to futurity; 

But that in vain. I have Almeria here 
At once, as I before have seen her often— 


SONG. 

Tell me no more I am deceived. 

That Chloe ’$ false and common ; 

I always knew (at least believ’d) 

She was a very woman: 

As such I lik’d, as such caress’d; 

She still was constant when possess’d, 

She could do more for no man. 

But, oh ! her thoughts on others ran, 

And that )^ou think a hard thing; 

Perhaps she fancy’d you the man, 

And what care I a farthing ? 

You think she’s false. Pm sure she’s kind; 

I take her body, you her mind, 

Who has the better bargain ? 



ELIJAH FENIOiW 

I10R>r 1683 .— DILD 1730. 


Elijah Fenton was oblij^cd to leave the 'imver&ity 
on account of his non-juring principles. lie was for 
some time secretary to Charles, Earl of (Orrery : he 
afterwards taught the grammar school of Sevenoaks, 
in Kent, hut was induced, by Eolingbrokc, to forsake 
that drudgery for the more unprofitable state of de¬ 
pendence upon a political patron, who, after all, left 
him disappointed and in debt. Pope recommended 
him to Craggs as a literary instructor, but the death of 
that statesman again subverted his iiopes of prefer¬ 
ment, and he became an auxiliary to Pope in trans¬ 
lating the Odyssey, of which his share was the first, 
fourth, nineteenth, and twentieth books. The suc¬ 
cessful appearance of his tragedy of Marianine on 
the stage, in 1723, relieved him from his difficulties, 
and the rest of his life was comfortably spent in the 
employment of Lady Trumbull, first as tutor to Iicr 
son, and afterwards as auditor of her accounts. His 
character was that of an amiable but indolent man, 
who drank, in bis great chair, two bottles of port 
W 4 ne a day. He published an edition of the works 
of Milton and of Waller. 
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TO A TADV SiniNC. BKFOKli HKR GLASS. 

So smooth atul clear the fountain was. 

In whicli Ins face Narcissus spy’cl, 

Wlien, gazing in that liquid glass. 

He for himself despair’d and died ; 

Nor, Chloris, can you safer sec 

Your own perfections here than he. 

The lark before the mirror pia^^s. 

Which some deceitful swain has set, 

I’leas’d with herself, she fondly stays 
To die deluded in the net. 

I.,ovc may such frauds for you jirepare. 

Yourself the captive and the snare. 

But, (’hi oris, whilst you there review 
Those graces opening in their bloom. 

Think how disea'^e and age pursue. 

Your riper glories to consume. 

Then, sighing, you would wish your glass 

Could show to Chloris what she was. 

Cet pride no more give nature law. 

But free the youth your power enslaves: 

Her form, like yours, bright Cynthia saw. 
Reflected on the crystal waves; 

V'et priz’d not all her charms above 

Tin* pleasure ol’ Endymion’s love, 
v-n . IV. 


c 
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No longer let your glass supply 
'J'oo just an emblem of your breast ■ 
Where oft to my delutled eye 

Lovt‘’s image has appear’d imprest; 
But play’d so lightly on your mind. 

It left no lasting print behind. 


EDWARD WARD. 

DORN 1667.—DIED 1731. 

Edward (familiarly called Ned) Ward was alow- 
born, uneducated man, who followed the trade of a 
pubhean. He is said, however, to have attracted 
many eminent persons to his house by his colloquial 
powers as a landlord, to have had a general ac¬ 
quaintance among authors, and to have been a great 
retailer of literary anecdotes, [n those tim- s the 
tavern was a less discreditable haunt than at pre¬ 
sent, and his literary acquaintance might probably 
be extensive. Jacob offended him very much by 
saying, in his account of the poets, that he kept a 
public-house in the city. He publicly contradicted 
the assertion as a falsehood, stating that his house 
was not in the city, but in Moorfields. Ten thick 
volumes attest the industry, or cacoetheSj of thi.s 
facetious publican, who wrote his very will in verse. 
His favourite measure is the Hudibrastic. His works 
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give a complete picture of the mind of a vulgar but 
acute cockney. His sentiment is the pleasure of 
eating and drinking, and his wit and humour are 
equally gross ; but his descriptions are still curious 
and full of life, and are worth preserving as delinea¬ 
tions of the manners of the times. 


SONc. 

O GivK me, kind 15 acchus, thou god of the vine, 
Not a pipe or a tun, but an ocean of wine; 

And a ship that’s well mann’d with such rare merry 
fellows. 

That ne’er forsook tavern for porterly ale-house. 
May her bottom he leaky to let in the tipple, 

And no j)ump on l)nard her to save ship or people; 
So that each jolly lad may suck heartily round. 
And be alw'ays obliged to drink or be drowm’d! 

Let a fleet from Virginia, well laden wu'th weed. 
And a cargo of pipes, that we nothing may need. 
Attend at our stern to supply us with guns. 

And to weigh us our funk, not by pounds, but by 
tuns. 

When thus fitted out we would sail cross the line. 
And swini'^round the world in a sea of good wine; 
Sieer safe in the middle, and vow^ never more 
To renounce such a life for the pleasures on shore. 

Look cheerfully round us, and comfort our eyes 
With a deluge of claret enclosed by the skies; 

c 2 
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A sight that would mend a pale mortal’s complexion. 
And make him blush more than the sun by reflexion. 
No zealous contentions should ever perplex us, 

No politic jars sliould divide us or vex us; 

No presbyter Jack should reform us or ride us. 

The stars ami our wdiimsieal noddles should guide us. 
No blustering storms sliould possess us with fears, 
Or hurry us, like cowards, from drinking to pray’rs. 
But still wdth full bowls wu^’d for Bacchus maintain 
Th e most glorious dominion o’er the darety main ; 
And tipjile all round till our eyes shone as bright 
As the sun docs by day, or the moon does by night. 
Thus would 1 live free from all care or design, 

And when death should airive. I’d be pickled in 
wine; 

That is, toss'd over board, have tlie sea for my grave, 
And lie nobly entomb’d in a blood-colour’d wave; 
That, living or dead, both 1113" body and spirit 
Should float round the globe in an ocean of s laret. 
The truest of friends and the best of all juic t *, 
Worth both the rich metals that India produces: 
For all men, we find, from the young to the old, 
Will exchange for the bottle tlieir silver and gold. 
Except rich fanatics—a ])ox on their pictures ! 

That make themselves slaves to their pray’rs and 
their lectures; 

And think tlia^ on earth there is nothing divine, 

But a canting old fool and a bag full of coin. 

What though the dull saint make liis standaid and 
sterling 

llis refuge, liis glory, his god, and his darling; 
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rile mortal that drinks is tlie only brave fellow, 
Though never so poor he’s a king when he’s mellow; 
Cirows richer than Crecsiis witli whimsical thinking. 
And never knows care whilst lie follows his drinking. 


JOHN (av. 

BORN 1688.-DIKD 1732. 


Oay’s pastorals are said to have taken with the 
public not as satires on those of Ambrose Phillips, 
which they were meant to he, but as naiural and just 
imitations (jf real lil’e and of rural manners. It speaks 
little, however, lor the sagacity of the poet’s town 
readers, if tlio} enjoyed those earicatures in earnest, 
or imagined any truth of English manners in Cuddy 
and (’loddipolc contending with Amabecan verses for 
the prize of song, or in llovvzyhcus rehearsing the 
laws ot nature. If the allusion to Phillips was over¬ 
looked, they could only be relished as travesties of 
Virgil, for Howz_ybeus himself would not be laugh¬ 
able unless wc recollected Sileiuis. 

(iay’s 'frivia seems to have been built upon the 
liint of Swift’s description of a city shower. It ex- 
liibits a picture of the familiar customs of the me¬ 
tropolis that will continue to become more amu»ing 
as the cinroms grow obsolete. As a fabulist he has 
been somethnes hypcrcritically blamed for present- 
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ing us with allegorical impersonations. The mere 
naked apologue ol yT^op i- too simple to interest the 
human mind, when its fancy and understanding are 
pa^t the ^Mf» of’chddhood or barhansm. La Jmntaiiic 
dres>eh the .'‘tories vvliicli he took (Voni yLsop and 
others uith sucii profusion of wit and naivete, that 
his manner conceals the insipidity of tlie matter. 
sauce vaul luicux que Ic puisson.^^ though not 

etpuil to La Lontaine, is at least free from his oc ¬ 
casional prolixity; and in one instance (tlie Com* 
of Death) ventures into allegor)^ w ith considerable 
power. \\’ithout being an absolute simpleton, like 
La Fontaine, he possessed a bon hommie of cliarac- 
ter which forms an agreeable trait of resemblance 
between the fabulists. 


MONDAY; OR THii SQl*ABBI.E 

Lobhin Clout, Cuddy, ClnddipoU. 

L. Clout. Tiiy younglings, Cuddy, arc but jusf 
awake. 

No thrustlch shrill the bramlile bush forsake, 

No chirping lark the welkin sheen invokes. 

No damsel \a't the swelling udder strokes; 

O'er yonder hill does scant the dawn appear; 

Then why d es Cuddy leave his cot so rear? 

Cuddy. \h, Lobbin Clout! I ween my plight is 
guest, 

For he that loves a stranger is to rest; 
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Jf swains hylic not, thou hast prov’d the smart, 

And Blouzelinda’s mistress of thy lieart. 

This rising rear betokeneth well thy mind. 

Those arms are folded lor thy Blouzelind. 

And well, 1 trow, our piteous plights agree; 

Thee IhoLizelinda smites, Buxotna me. 

L. Clout. Ah, Blouzelind ! 1 love thee more by 

half. 

Than does their fawns, or cows, the ncw-fall’n calf: 
Woe worth the tongue ! may blisters sore it gall, 
Tliut names Buxoma Blouzelind withal! 

Cnddij. Hold, w itless I^obbin C'lout, 1 thee advise, 
Lest blisters sore on thy own tongue arise. 

Lo, yonder, Cloddipole, the blitbsome swain. 

The w'isest lout ol’all the neghbouring plain! 

From Cloihlipolc wc learn to read the skies. 

To kiKiw wlieii hail will fall, or vvimls arise. 

Fie taught erst the heifer’s tail to view. 

When stuck aloft, that showers would straight ensue; 
Tie first that useful secret did explain. 

That pricking corns foretold the gathering rain. 
When swallows fleet soar high, and sport in air. 

He told us that the welkin would be clear. 

Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearse. 

And praise his sweetheart in alternate verse. 

I’ll wager this same oaken staff with thee. 

That Cloddipole shall give the prize to mo. 

i. Clout. See this tobacco-pouch, that’s lin’d with 
hair. 

Made o»*tlie skin of sleekest fallow-deer. 
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This pouchy that’s ty’d with tape of reddest hue, 

1*11 wa^er that the prize shall be niy due. 

Cuddy. Begin thy carols then, thou vaunting 
sloucli ! 

Be thine tlie oaken staff, or mine tlic pouch. 

L. Clout. My Blouzelinda is the blithest lass. 
Than primrose sweeter, or the cl over-grass. 

Tail' is the king-cup that in meadow blows. 

Fair is the daisy that beside her grows; 

Fair is the gilliflower, of gardens sweet. 

Fair is ihe marygold, for pottage meet: 

Ihit Blou/,i lind’s than gilliflower more fair. 

Than daisy, marygold, or king-cup rare. 

Cuddy. My brown Buxonia is the featest maid 
*J’hat e’er at w ake tleJightsome gambol play’d. 

Clean as young kimbkms or the goose’s down. 

And like the goldfinch in her Sumlay gown. 

'JMie witlc'-s lamb may sport upon the plain. 

The frisking kid delight the gaping swain. 

The w anton calf may skip with many a boip,vl. 

And my cur fiay phi\^ ileftest feats around. 

But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray, 

D ance like Buxoma on the first of May. 

C. Clout. Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near 
Of her bereft, ’tis w inter all the year. 

With hei no sultry svmimer’s heat I know; 

In winter, w hen she’s nigh, with love L glow. 
Come, Blouzelinda, ease thy swain's desire. 

My summei’s shadow, and my winter’s fire.* 

Cuddly. As with Buxoma once 1 work’d at hay, 
Ev’n noon-tide labour seem’d an holiday; 
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\nd liulidays, if haply she were gone. 

Like worky-days, I wish’d would soon be done. 
Lftsoons, O sweetheart kind! my love repay. 

And all the }car shall then he holida}". 

L. iUout. As Hloiizelinda, in a gamesome mood, 
liehind a haycock loudl}'^ laiitlliing stood, 

J slily ran, and snatch’d a hasty kiss ; 

She wip’d her lips, nor took it much amiss. 

JL'lieve me. Cuddy, while I’m bold to say. 

Her breath was sweeter than the ripen’d hay. 

Cuddy. As my Riixoma, in a morning fair, 

VV^ith gentle linger strok’d her milky care, 

1 queiiitly .^^tole a kiss; at first, ’tis true. 

She frown’d, yet after granted one or two. 

T^obbin, 1 swear, bcheve who will my vows. 

Her breath by far excell’d the breathing cows, 

L. Clout. Leek U) the Welch, to Dutchmen but¬ 
ter’s dear, 

Of Irish swains potatoe is the cheer ; 

Oats for their feasts the Scottish shepherds grind 
Sweet turnips are the food of IMouzelind. 

While she loves turnips, butter I’ll despise. 

Nor leeks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoe, prize. 

Cuddy. In good roast-beef my landlord sticks his 
knife. 

The capon fat delights his dainty wife. 

Pudding our parson eats, the S(juire loves hare, 

But white-pot thick is my Buxoma’s fare. 

While she loves white-pot, capon ne’er shall be, 
’'•'or hart, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
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Clout. As once 1 play’d at blindman’s bulf, it 
liapt 

About my eyes tlie toucl thick was wrapt. 

I miss’d tlic swains, and sci/.’d on Blouzoli nd. 

True spc'aks that ancient proverb, “ Love is blind.” 

Cuddy. ^Vs at hot-cockles once 1 laid me ilown. 
And felt the weighty hand of many a clown ; 
l^uxoma gave a gentle tap, and I 
Quick rose, and read soft mischief in her eye. 

L, Clout. On two near elms the slacken’d cord I 
hung, 

IVow high, now low, niy Blouzelinda swung. 

Witli the rude wind her rumpled garment rose. 
And show’d her tapt r leg, and scarlet hose. 

CiuUhf. Across tlie fallen oak the plank I laid. 
And myself pois'd against the tottering maid: 

High leap’d tlie plank; adown Uuxoma fell; 

I spy’d—but faithful sweethearts never tell. 

Li. Clout. This riddle. Cuddy, if thou canst ex¬ 
plain. 

This wily riddle puzzles every swain. 

“ What flower is that which hears the virgin's name. 
The richest metal joined with the same 

Cuddy. Answer, thou carle, and judge this riddle 
right. 

I’ll frankly own thee for a cunning wight. 

What flovvf^r is that which royal honour craves. 
Adjoin the virgin, and ’tis strown on graves?” 
Cloddipole. Forbear, contending louts, g'vc o’er 
your strains ! 

An oaken stall'each merits for his pains. 
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But !>ee ilic sun-beams bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of goodman Hodge’s barn. 
Your herds for want of water stand a-dry, 
J'heyVe weary of your songs—and so am I. 


THURSDAY; OR THE SHELL, 

IJobnelia. 

IloBNELiA^ seated in a dreary vale. 

In pensive mood reliears’d her piteous tale; 

Her piteous tale the winds in sighs bemoan, 

And pining Echo answers groan for groan. 

I rue the day, a rueful day I trow, 
riie woful day, a day indeed of woe ! 

When T.uhberkin to town his cuttle drove, 

A maulen fine bedight he hapt to love; 
fhe maiden tine bedight his love retains. 

And for the \iilage he forsakes the ]>iains. 

Return, iny Lubl>erkin, these ditties hear; 

Spells will I try, and spells shall ease niy care. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark tlw 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.’' 

Wlien first the year I heard the cuckow sing. 
And call with welcome note the budding spring, 

I straightway set a-running with such haste, 
Deborah that won the smock scarce ran so fast; 
Till spent for lack of breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a rising bank I sat adown, 

Then doll’d my shoe, and by my troth, I swear, 
fhercin f spy’d this yellow frizzled hair, 
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As like to Lubberkin’s. in curl and hue. 

As if’ upon liis comely pate it j^rew. 

“ With my .sharj) heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turn me tlirice around, around, around.” 

At eve la'^t midsunmier no sl(?ep I sought, 

But to the field a bag of liemp-sced brought: 

I scatter’d round the seed on every side, 

And three times in a trembling accent cry’d, 

“ This hemp-seed witli my virgin hand 1 sow, 

Wdio shall my true-love l)e, the crop shall mow.’’ 

I strajglit look’d hack, and, if’my eyi'S speak truth. 
With Ills keen scythe bcdiind me came the youtli. 

“ W ith my sharp Jieel I three times mark tlic 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

Last Valentine, the dav when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find; 

I rearly rose, just at the break of day, 

Before the sun had chas’d the stars away ; 

A-field I went, amid the morning dew. 

To milk my kine (for so should huswives do), 

Thee first I spy’d: and the first swain we see. 

In spite of fortune shall onr true-love be. 

See, Luhherkin, each bird liis partner take; 

And canst thou then thy sweetheart dear forsake f* 

“ With my sharji heel I three times mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.'^ 

Last May-day fair I search’d to find a snail, 

That might my secret lover’s name reveal. 
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Upon a gooscbcrry-busli a snail I found, 

(For always snails near sweetest fruit abound). 

I seiz’d the verminej whom I quickly sped, 

And on the cartli the inilk-wliite embers spread. 
Slow crawl’d the snail, and, if a right can spell. 

In the soft ashes mark’d a curious L; 

Oh, may this wond’rous omen lucky prove ! 

For L is found in Lubberkin and Love. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.’’ 

Two hazel nuts I threw into the flame. 

And to each nut I gave a sweetheart’s name; 

This with the loudest bounce me sore amaz’d. 

That in a flame of brightest colour blaz’d. 

As blaz’d the nut, so may thy passion grow; 

For ’twas thy nut that did so brightly glow'. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

As peasccods once I pluck’d, I chanc’d to see, 
One that was closely fill’d witli three times three, 
Which when 1 cropp’d I safely home convey’d. 
And o’er the door the spell in secret laid; 

My wheel 1 turn’d, and sung a ballad new, 

W'hile from the spindle 1 the fleeces drew; 

The latch mov’d up, when, who should first come 
in 

Kut, in his proper person—Lubberkin. 

1 broke my yarn, surpris’d the sight to see; 

Sine sign that he would break his word with me. 
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Eftsoons 1 join’d it with my wonted slciglit: 

So may again his love with mine unite! 

“ With ni 3 ^ sharp heel 1 three times mark tl 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

This lady-Hy^ I take from off the grass, 

Whose spotted back rniglit scarlet red surpass, 
Fly, lady-bird, north, soutli, or east, or w'est, 
Fly where the man is found that I love best.” 

He leaves my hand ; sec, to the west he’s flown. 
To call my true-love from the faithless to\vn. 

“ With my^ sharp heel 1 three times mark tl 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.’* 

I pare this pippin round and round again. 

My shepherd’s name to flourish on the plaiii, 

1 fling tlf unbroken paring o’er my head. 

Upon the grass a perfect L is read; 

Yet on my heart a fairer L is seen. 

Than what the paring makes upon the green, 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark tf 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around/* 
This pippin shall another trial make. 

See, from the core two kernels brown I take; 
This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn; 

And Doobvclod on t’ other side is borne. 

But Booby clod soon drops upon the ground, 

A certain token that his love’s unsound; 

While Lubberkin sticks firmly to the last: 

Oh were his lips to mine but join’d so fast! 
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‘‘ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

As Luhbcrkin once slept beneath a tree, 

I twitcliM his dangling garter from his knee. 

He wist not when the hempen string I drevv. 

Now mine I quickly doff, of inkle blue. 

Together fast I tie the garters twain ; 

And while 1 knit the knot repeat this strain: 

“ Three times a true-love’s knot I tie secure, 

Firm bo the knot, firm may his love endure ! ” 

With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around,” 

As I was wont, I trudg’d last market-day, 

To tow'n, with new-laid eggs preserv’d in hay, 

I made my market long before ’twas night. 

My purse grew lieavy, and my basket light. 
Straight to the ’pothccary’s shop 1 went, 
x\nd in love-powder all my money spent. 

Behap what will, next Sunday after prayers. 

When to the ale-house Lubberkin repairs. 

These golden flies into his mug I’ll throw. 

And soon the swain with fervent love shall glow. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

But hold—our Lightfoot barks, and cocks iiis 


ears, 


O’er yonder stile sec Luhbcrkin appears. 
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lie comes! he comes ! IloI)nclia*s not bewray’d, 
Nor shall she crown’d with willow die a maid. 

He vows, he swears, he’ll give me a green gown : 
O dear! I fall adown, adown, adown ! 


SATURDAY ; OH TIIK FLIGHTS. 
Bo'ivzj/beus'. 

SuBLiMER strains, O rustic Muse ! prepare; 
Forget awhile the barn and dairy’s care ; 

Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raise, 

The drunkard’s flights require sonorous lays; 
With Ihjwzybcus’ songs exalt thy verse, 

AFliile rocks and woods the various notes rehearse 
’Twas in the season when the reapers’ toil 
Of the ripe harvest ’gan to rid the soil; 

Wide through the field was seen a go(»dly rout. 
Clean damsels bound the gather’d sheaves about; 
The lads with sharpen’d hook and sweating brow. 
Cut down the labours of the winter plougii 
To the near hedge young Susan steps aside. 

She feign’d her coat or garter was unty’d; 
Whate’er she did, she stoop’d adown unseen. 

And merry reapers what they list will ween. 

Soon she rose up, and cry’d with voice so shrill. 
That echo answer’d from the distant hill; 

The youth*^ and damsels ran to Susan’s aid. 

Who thought some adder had the lass dismay'd 
W^hen fast asleep they Bowzybeus spy’d, 

His hat and oaken staff lay close beside ; 
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Tiiat Bowzybeus wlio could sweetly sin^, 

Or with the rosin’d bow torment the strin^; 

That Bowzybeus who, with finpers speed, 

Could call soft warblinps from the breathinp reed ; 
That Bowzybeus who, w ith jocund tongue, 

Ballads and roundelays and catches sung: 

They loudly laugh to sec the damsel’s fright. 

And in disport surround the drunken wight. 

Ah, Bow'zyhce, wdi}^ didst thou stay so long? 
The mugs were large, the drink was wond’roiis 
strong! 

Thou shouldst have left the fair before ’twas niirht; 
But thou sat’st toping till the morning light. 

Cicel}^, brisk maid, steps forth before the rout, 
And kiss’d w'ith smacking lip the snoring lout : 

(For custom says, ** Whoe’er this venture proves, 
I'jr such a kiss demands a pair of gloves.”) 

By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 

And plays a tickling straw within his nose. 

He rubs his nostril, and in wonted joke 
The sneering swains with stammering speech be¬ 
spoke : 

'I’o you, my lads, I’ll sing ray carols o’er. 

As for the maids—I’ve something else in store. 

No sooner ’gan he raise his tuneful song, 

But lads and lasses round about him throng. 

Not ballad-singer plac’d above the crowd, 

•Sings w ith a note so shrilling sweet and loud ; 

Nor parish-clerk, who calls the psalm so clear, 

Like Bow zybeu*^, soothes th* attentive car. 
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Of nature’s laws his carols first begun. 

Why the grave ov\l can never face the sun. 

For owls, as swains observe, detest the light, 

And only sing and seek their prey by night. 

How turnips hide their swelling heads below ; 

And how the closing coleworts upwards grow ; 

How will-a-wisp misleads night-faring clowns 
O’er hills, and sinking bogs, and pathless downs. 
Of stars he told, that shoot with shining trail. 

And of the glow-worm’s light that gilds his tail. 

ITe sung where woodcocks in the summer feed; 
And in what climates they renew their breed. 
(Some think to northern coasts their flight they tend, 
Or to the moon in midnight hours ascend) ; 

Where swallows in the winter’s season keep. 

And how the drowsy bat and dormouse sleep ? 

How nature does the puppy’s eyelid close, 

Till the bright sun has nine times set and rose: 
(For huntsmen by tlieir long experience lind. 

That puppies still nine rolling suns arc blii.d). 

Now be goes on, and sings of fairs and shows, 
For still new fairs before his eyes arose. 

How pedlars’ stalls with glittering toys arc laid. 
The various fairings of the country-maid. 

I.ong silken laces hang upon tlie twine, 

And rows of pins and amber bracelets shine; 

How the tight lass, knives, combs, and scissars spies. 
And looks on thimbles with desiring eyes. 

Of lotteries next with tuneful note he told. 

Where silver spoons are won, and rings of gold. 
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The lads and lapses trudge tlic street along. 

And all the fair is crowded in his song. 

The mountebank now treads the stage, and soils 
His pills, his balsams, and his ague-spells; 

Now o’er and o’er the nimble tumbler springs. 
And on the rope the venturous maiden swings ; 
Jack Pudding, in his party-colour’d jacket, 

Tosses the glove, and jokes at every packet. 

Of raree-shows he sung, and Punch's feats, 

Of pockets pick’d in crowds, and various cheat.s. 

Then sad he sung, the Children in the Wood 
(Ah, barbarous uncle, stain’d with infant blood ’) 
How blackberries they pluck’d in desarts wild. 
And fearless at the glittering faiilchiun smil’d : 
Their little corpse the robin red-breasts found, 

And strew’d with pious bill the leaves around. 

(Ah, gentle birds ! if this verse lasts so long, 

Vour names shall live for ever in my song.) 

For “ Buxom Joan” he sung the doubtful strife, 
IJow the sly tailor made the maid a wife. 

Jo louder strains he rais’d his voice, to tell 
What woeful wars in “ Chevy-chacc” befeJ, 

When “ Percy drove the deer with liound and horn, 
V\’ars to be wept by children yet unborn J” 

Ah, Withcrington, more years thy life had crown’d, 
II’thou hadst never heard the horn or liound ! 

Yet shall the squire, who fought on bloody stumps, 
future bards be wail’d in doleful dumps. 

“ All in the land oflvsscx” next be chants, 

JIn\, tn .vieek maies stanli tpiakers turn gallants. 
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How the grave brother stood on bank so green— 
Happy for him if mares had never been ! 

Then he was seiz’d with a religious qualm, 

And on a sudden sung the hundredth psalm. 

He sung of“ Taffey Welsh,’’ and “ Sawney Scot, 
“ lJll 3 "-bullero” and the “ Irish Trot.” 

Why should I tell of “ Bateman,” or of “ Shore.” 
Or “ Wantley’s Dragon” slain by valiant Moort* 

“ The Bower of Rosamond,” or “ llobin Hood,' 
And how the “ grass now grows where Troy U ■ 
stood ? ” 

His carols ceas’d: the listening maids and swam 
Seem still to hear some soft imperfect strains. 
Sudden he rose; and, as he reels along. 

Swears kisses sweet should well reward his son^' 
"J’he damsels laughing liy : the giddy clown 
Again upon a wheat-sheaf drops adown ; 

'i’lie power that guards the drunk his sleep atlenil. 
d ill, ruddy, like his face, the sun descenris. 


THE BIRTH OF THE SQUIRE. 
jn imjtatiojn of the i*ollio of vwojl. 

Ve sylvan Muses, loftier strains recite: 

Not all in shades and humble cots delight. 
Hark! the bells ring; along the distant grouiu 
The driving gales convey the swelling sounds; 
I'll’ attentive swain, forgetful of his work, 

\\'ith gaping wonder, leans upon his fork. 
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What sudJcn news alarms the waking; morn ? 

Fo the glad Squire a hopeful licir is born. 

Mourn, mourn, ye stags, and all ye beasts of chase; 
This hour destruction brings on all your race . 

See, the pleasM tenants duteous ofteriiigs bear. 
Turkeys and geese, and grocer’s sweetest ware ; 
With the new health the ponderous tankard liows. 
And old October reddens every nose. 

Beagles and spaniels round his cradle stand. 

Kiss his moist lip, and gently lick liis Jiand. 
lie joys to hear the shrill horn’s echoing sounds, 
.Vnd learns to lisp the names of all the hounds. 
With frotliy ale to make his cup o’erflow, 

Barley shall in paternal acres grow; 

The bee shall sip l])e fragrant dew from flowers, 

'fo give metheglin for his morning-hours; 

For him the chistt ring liop shall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard sparkle in his bowks. 

Ilis sire’s exploits lie now with ivonder hears, 
'Fhe monstrous talcs indulge his greedy ears; 

How, when youth strung his nerves and warm’d Ins 
veins. 

He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains. 

He leads the staring infant through the hall, 

Points out the horny spoils that grace the wall; 
Tells how this stag through three whole counties 
fled, 

What rivers swam, where bay’d, and where he bled. 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 

Describes the desperate chase, and all his cheats; 
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How in one day, beneath bis furious speed, 

He tir’d seven coursers of the fleetest breed; 

How high the pale he leap’d, how wide the ditch. 
When the hound tore the haunches of the witch ! 
These stories, which descend from son to son. 

The forward boy sliall one day make Jiis own. 

Ah, too fond mother, think the time draws nigh. 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 

How shall his spirit brook the rigid rules, 

And the long tyranny of grammar-schools ? 

Let younger brotlicrs o’er dull authors plod, 
Lash’d into Latin by the tingling rod; 

No, let him never feel that smart disgrace : 

Why should ho wiser prove than all his race ? 
When ripening youth with down o’ershadcs his chin, 
And every female eye incites to sin; 

The milk-maid (thoughtless of her future shame) 
With smacking lip shall raise his guilty flame; 

The dairy, barn, the hay-loft, and the grove, 

Shall oft be conscious of tlieir stolen love. 

But think, Priscilla, on that dreadful time. 

When ])angs and watery qualms shall own thy 
crime. 

How wilt thou tremble when tby nipple’s prest. 

To see the white drops bathe thy swelling breast! 
Nine moons shall publicly divulge thy shame, 

And the young squire forestall a father’s name. 
When twice twelve times the reaper’s sweeping 
hand 

With levell’d harvests has bestrewn the land; 
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On fam’d St. Hubert’s feast his winding liorn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound, and wake the morn : 
This memorable day his eager speed 
Shall urge with bloody heel the rising steed, 

O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 

Think on the murders of a five-bar gate ! 

Yet, prodigal of life, the leap he tries. 

Low in the dust his groveling honour lies; 
Headlong lie falls, and on the rugged stone 
Distorts his neck, and cracks the collar-bone. 

O venturous youth, thy thirst of game allay: 
May^st thou survive the perils of this day! 
lie shall survive j and in late years be &ent 
To snore away debates in parliament. 

The time shall come when his more solid sense 
With nod important shall the laws dispense; 

A justice with grave justices shall sit; 
lie praise their wisdom, they admire his wit. 

No greyhound shall attend the tenant’s pace, 

No rusty gun the farmer’s chimney grace ; 

Salmons shall leave their covers void of fear. 

Nor dread the thievish net or triple spear; 

Poachers shall tremble at liis awTul name, 

Whom vengeance now o’ertakes for murder’d game. 

Assist me, Bacchus, and yc drunken powers, 

To sing his friendships and his midnight hours! 

Why dost thou glory in thy strength of beer, 
Firm cork’d and mellow’d till the twentieth year; 
Brew’d, or when Pheebus warms the fleecy sign. 

Or when his languid rays in Scorpio shine ? 
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Think on the mischiefs which fiom hence have 
sprung! 

It arms with curses dire the wrathful tongue j 
Foul scandal to the lying lip affords, 

And prompts the memory with injurious words. 

O where is wisdom when by this o’erpower’d ? 

The state is censur’d, and the maid deflower’d ^ 
And wilt thou still, O Squire, brew ale so strong 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic song. 

Methinks I see him in his hall appear. 

Where the long table floats in cJamni}' beer, 

’Midst mugs and glasses shatter’d o’er the floor. 
Dead drunk, his servile crew supinely snore; 
Triumpliant, o’er the prostrate brutes he stands. 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; 

Boldly he drinks, and, like his glorious sires. 

In copious gulps of potent ale expires. 


SWEKT WIJ.LIAM’s FAREWELL I’O 11LA^;K-EYED 

SUSAN. 

All in the Downs the fleet was moor’d, 

The streamers waving in the wind. 

When black-ey’d Susan came aboard. 

Ob ! where shall I my true-love find ? 

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 

If my sweet Wiliiam sails among the crew. 

William, who high upon the )»ard 
Rock’d with the billow to and fro. 
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Soon as her well-known voice lie heard, 

He sigh’d, and cast his eyes below: 

Tlie cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands, 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, high pois’d in air. 

Shuts close his pinions to liis breast, 

(If chance his mate’s shrill call he hear), 

And drops at once into her nest. 

The noblest captain in the llritish fleet 
Might envy VVilliain’s lip those kisses sweet. 

O Susan, Susan, lovely dear. 

My vows shall ever true I’einain ; 

Let me kiss off that falling tear ; 

We onl^'^ part to meet again. 

('liange, as ye list, ye winds; my heart shall Ik 
T he faithful compass that still points to thee. 

Believe not what the landmen say, 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind. 

L'hcy’ll tell thee, sailors, when away. 

In every port a mistress find; 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee i.i;, 

J'or thoii art present wheresoe’er 1 go. 

If to fair India’s coast we sail. 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright, 

Thy breath is A fi le’s spicy gale, 

Thy skin is ivory so white, 

I'lius every beauteous object that I view 
Wake*^ in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 
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Though battle call me from thy anus, 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 

Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms, 
William shall to his dear return. 

Love turns aside the balls that round me 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan 's ey 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word. 

The sails their swelling bosom spread; 

No longer must she stay aboard: 

They kissM, she sigh’d, he hung his head. 
Her lessening boat unwilling rows to*land : 
Adieu! she cries ; and wav’d her lily hand. 


A WALL AD. 

FROM THE WnAT-D’YE-( AIX-IT. 

’Twas when the seas were roariii" 
With hollow blasts of wind, 

A flamsel lay deploring. 

All on a rock reclin’d. 

Wide o’er the foaming billows 
She cast a wistful look ; 

Her head was crown’d with willows, 
That trembled o’er the brook. 

Twelve months arc gone and over. 
And nine long tedious days. 

\^ hy didst thou, venturous lover, 
Why didst thou trust the seas ? 
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C’easc, cease, thou cruel ocean, 

And let my lover rest; 

All ! what*s thy troubled motion 
To that witliin my breast ? 

The merchant, robb’d of pleasure, 
Sees tempests in despair; 

But wliat’s the loss of treasure 
To losing of my dear ? 

Should you some coast be laid on 
Where gold and diamonds grow. 

You’d find a richer maiden. 

But none that loves you so* 

[low can they say that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 

Why then beneath the water 
Slicjuld hideous rocks remain ? 

No eyes the rocks discover 
Tiiat lurk beneath the deep. 

To wreck the wandering lover. 

And leave the maid to weep- 

All melancholy lying. 

Thus wail’d she for her dear; 

Repay’d each blast with sighing. 
Each billow with a tear; 

When o’er the white wave stooping, 
His floating corpse she spy’d; 

riien, like a lily drooping. 

She bow’d her head and dy’d. 
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THE COUIIT OF DEAHI. 

A FAULK. 

Death, on a solemn nif^lit of state. 

In all Ill’s pomp of’ terror sate : 

Til’ attendants of his gloomy reign. 
Diseases dire, a ghastly train ! 

Crowd the vast court. With hollow tone, 
A voice thus thunder*d from the throne : 

This night our minister we name. 

Let every servant speak his claim; 

Merit shall bear this ebon wand.” 

All, at the word, stretch’d forth their hand. 

Fever, with burning heat posscst, 
Advanc’d, and for the wand addrest. 

“ I to the weekly bills appeal, 

Let those €‘xpress mj' fervent zeal; 

On cver}^ slight occasion near. 

With violence 1 persevere.” 

Next (jout appears with limping pace. 
Pleads how he shifts from place to place 3 
From head to foot how swift he dies. 

And every joint and sinew plies; 

Still working when he seems supprest, 
most tenacious stubborn guest. 

A liaggard spectre from the crew 
Cravls forth, and thus asserts his due : 

’Tis I who taint the sweetest joy. 

And in the shape of love destroy : 

My shanks, sunk eyes, and noseless face, 
Prove my pretension to the place.” 
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.Stone urn’ll Iiis ovov-growing force; 

AnJ, next. Consumption’s meagre corbC, 
feeble voice that scarce was heard, 
Ih’okc with short coughs, his suit preferr’d : 
“ Let noiu* object my lingering way, 

1 gain, like Cabins, by delay; 

Fatigue and weaken every i’oe 

l>y long attack, secure, though slow.” 

J^lngue represents his rapid power. 

Who thinifd a nation in an hour. 

All spoke their claim, and hop’d the vvani 
\ow expectation hush’d the band; 

hen thus the monarch from the tlirone: 

“ Merit was ever modest known. 

^^*hat, no physician speak his right! 

None liere ! but fees their toils requite ! 

Let then Intemperance take tlie wand. 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 

^ oil, Fever, (Jout, and all the rest, 

(Whom wary men, as foes, detest) 

Forego your claim ; no more pretend; 
Intemperance is esteem’d a friend; 
lie shares their mirth, their social joys, 

A nd as a courted guest destroys. 

Tilt cliargc on him must justly fall. 

Who finds employment tor you all.” 



J3ARTON BOOTH. 

DIET! 1733. 


An excellent man and an eminent actor. 


SONG. 

Sweet are the charms of lier I love, 
IVIore fragrant than the damask rose. 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 

(ientlc as air when Zephyr blows, 
Ilefreshing as descending rains 
Xo sun-burnt climes, and thirsty plaitis 

frue as the needle to the pole. 

Or as the dial to the sun ; 

Oonstant as gliding waters roll. 

Whose swelling tides obey the moon 
I'rom every other charmer free, 

>Iy life and love shall follow thee. 

1 he lamb the flowery thyme devours, 
'I'he dam the tender kid pursues; 
Sv/eet Philomel, in shady bowers 
Ot' verdant spring her note renews 
All follow what they most odmii'e, 

-■ 1 pursue my soul’s desire. 
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Nature must cliange her beauteous i’ace^ 
And vaiy as the seasons rise; 

As winter to the spring gives place, 
Svimmer tli* approach of autumn flies ; 
No change on love the seasons bring, 
l.o\e only knows perpetual spring. 

Devouring time, with stealing pace. 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 

And marble tow’rs, and gates of brass. 

In his riule march he levels low: 

Hut time, tlestroyiiig far and wide. 

Love from the soul can ne*cr divide. 

Death onlv, with his cruel dart, 

Tlie gentle godhead can remove; 

And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To mingle with the bless’d above, 
\\’here, known to all his kindred train. 

He finds a lasting rest from pain. 

Love, and his sister fair, the soul, 

'l\\ in-born, from heav’n together came : 
I.ove i\ill the universe control. 

When dying seasons lose their name, 
Ihvinc abodes sliall own his pow’r, 

W'lien time and death shall be no niort. 



GEOMGE GRANVILLE, 

LORD LANSDO^VNK. 

BORN I 6 O 7 .—DiED j;35. 


sa\G. 


Love is by fanc}' led about 

From hope to fear, from joy to doubt; 

Whom vve now an angel call, 

Divinely grac’d in every feature, 

Straight’s a deform’d, a perjur’d creatur 
Love and hate are fancy all. 

’Tis but as fancy shall present 
Objects of grief, or of content. 

That the lover’s blest, or dies : 

Visions of mighty pain, or pleasure, 
ImaginVl want, imagin’d treasure. 

All in powerful fiincy lies. 



MvVTTHEVV GREEN. 

HORN \6g6. —DIKI) 1737. 


Matthkw Green was educated among the dis- 
scnteis ; but left them in disgust at their precision, 
probably without reverting to the nn)thcr churcli. 
All that w'e are told of him is, that he had a post at 
the custom-house, which lie discharged with great 
fidelity, and died at a lodging in Nag’s-head court, 
Gracechurch-street, aged forty-one. His strong 
powers of mind had received little advantage from 
education, and were occasionally subject to depres¬ 
sion from Iiypochondria; but his conversation is 
said to have abounded in wit and shrewdness. One 
day his friend Sylvanus Bevan complained to him 
that while he was bathing in the river he liad been 
saluted by a waterman with the cry of* Quaker Quirl,* 
and wondered how he should have been known to 
be a quaker without his clothes. Green replied, 
“ by your swimming against the stream.” 

His |)oem, “ the Spleen,” was never published in 
his life-time. Glover, his warm friend, presented it 
to the world after his death, and it is much to be re¬ 
gretted did not prefix an^^ account of its interesting 
author. 11 was originally a very short copy of verses, 
and was gradually and piecemeal increased. Pope 
speedily noticed its merit, Melnioth praised its strong 
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originality in Fitzosborne’s Letters, and Gray duly 
commended it in his correspondence with Lord 
Orford, when it appeared in Dodsley*s collection. 
In that walk of poetry, where Fancy aspires no far¬ 
ther than to go hand in hand with common st*nsc, 
its merit is certainly unrivalled. 


FROM THE SPLEEN, 

Contentment, parent of delight. 

So much a stranger to our sight, 

Say, goddess, in what happy place 
Mortals behold thv blooming face ; 

Thy gracious auspices impart. 

And for thy temple choose mj^ heart. 
They, whom thou deignest to inspire, 

Thv science learn, to bound desire • 

By happy alclieniy of mind 
They turn to pleasure all they fine’: 

They botli disdain in outward mien 
The grave and solemn garb of Spleen, 
And meretricious arts of dress. 

To feign a joy, and hide distress; 

Unmov’d when the rude tempest blows, 
Without an opiate they repose ; 

And cover’d by your shield, defy 
The whizzing shafts, that round them fly; 
Nor meddling with the god’s affairs, 
Concern themselves with distant cares: 
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Hut place their bliss in mental rest. 

And feast upon the good possess’d. 

Forc’d by soft violence of pray’r. 

The blitlisome goddess soothes my care, 

I feel the deity inspire. 

And thus she models my desire. 

'IVo Iiundred pounds half-yearly paid. 
Annuity securely made, 

A farm some twenty miles from town. 

Small, tight, salubrious, and my own ; 

Two maidb, that never saw the town, 

A serving-man aot quite a clown, 

A !)oy to hel]) to trea'i *he mow, 

Ard drive, while t'otin holds tlie plougli; 

A chiet, of temper form d to please, 
rit to c »i’verse, and keep the keys; 

And better to preserve the peace, 
Conmli^sion’d by ♦'he name of niece ; 

With iiiiderstaiidings of a si/.e 
To think their master very wise. 

May heav’n (it’s all I wish for) send 
One genial ro(mi to treat a friend. 

Where decent cupboard, little plate, 

Display benevolence, not state. 

And may my bumble dwelling stand 
Upon some chosen spot of land: 

A pond before full to the brim, 

Wlujre cows may cool, and geese may swim • 
Hrdjiiid, a green like velvet neat, 

Soft to the eye, and to the feet; 
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Where od’rous plants in evening fair 
Breathe all around ambrosial air; 

From Eurus, foe to kitchen ground. 
Fenc’d by a slope with bushes crown’d. 

Fit dwelling for the feather’d throng. 

Who pay tlieir quit-rents with a song; 
With op’ning views of hill and dale. 

Which sense and fancy too regale. 

Where the half-cirque, which vision bound 
Like amphitheatre surrounds: 

And woods impervious to the breeze. 
Thick phalanx of embodied trees. 

From hills through plains in dusk arrav 
Extended far, repel the day. 

Here stillness, height, and solemn shade 
Invite, and contemplation aid: 

Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 
The dark decrees and will of fate. 

And dreams beneath the spreading beech 
Inspire, and docile fancy teach ; 

While soft as breezy breath of wind. 
Impulses rustle through the mind : 

Here dryads, scorning Phoebus* ray. 

While Pan melodious pipes away, 

In measur’d motions frisk about, 

Ti'i old Silenus puts them out. 

There see the clover, pea, and bean, 

Vic in variety of green; 

Fresh pastures speckled o’er with sheep. 
Brown fields their fallow sabbaths keep. 
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Plump Ceres golden tresses wear, 

And poppy top-knots deck lier hair. 

And silver streams through meadows stray. 
And naiads on the margin play, 

And lesser nymphs on side of hills 
IVom plaything urns pour down the rills. 

Tims shelter'd, free from care and strife. 
May I enjoy a calm through life; 

See faction, safe in low degree, 

As men at land see storms at sea. 

And laugh at miserable elves. 

Not kind, so much as to themselves. 

Curs’d with such souls of base alloy, 

As can possess, but not enjoy; 

Debarred the pleasure to impart 
By av’rice, spliincter of the heart; 

Who wealth, hard carnM by guilty cares, 
Bequeath untouch’d to thankless heirs. 

May 1 , with look ungloom’d by guile. 

And wearing virtue’s liv’ry-smile. 

Prone the distressed to relieve. 

And little trespasses forgive. 

With income not in fortune’s pow’r. 

And skill to make a busy hour, 

With trips to town life to amuse. 

To purchase books, and hear the news. 

To see old friends, brush off the clown. 

And quicken taste at coming down. 

Unhurt by sickness’ blasting rage. 

And tdowly mellowing in age, 
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When Fate extends its gathering gripe. 
Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe. 

Quit a worn being without pain, 

Perliaps to blossom soon again. 

But now more serious see me grow^ 

And what I think, my Memmius, know. 

Th’ enthusiast's hope, and raptures wild, 
Have never yet my reason foil’d. 

His springy soul dilates like air, 

When free from weight of ambient care. 
And, hush’d in meditation deep, 

Slides into dreams, as when asleep ; 

Then, fond of new discoveries grown. 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 

Disdains the narrow bounds of place. 

And through the wilds of endless space. 
Borne up on metaphysic wings. 

Chases light forms and shadowy things. 
And, in the vague excursion caught. 

Brings home some rare exotic thought. 
The melancholy man such dreams, 

As brightest evidence, esteems; 

Fain would he see some distant scene 
Suggested by his restless Spleen, 

An<l Fancy’s telescope applies 
With tinctur’d glass to cheat his eyes. 

Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night, 
I close examine by the light; 
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For who, though brib’d by gain to lie. 
Dare sunbeam-written truths deny. 
And execute plain common sense 
On faith’s mere hearsay evidence ? 

That superstition mayn’t create. 

And club its ills with those of fate, 

1 many a notion take to task. 

Made dreadful by its visor-mask, 
rhus scruple, spasm of the mind. 

Is cur’d, and certainty I find ; 

Since optic reason shews me plain, 

1 dreaded spectres of the brain ; 

And legendary fears are gone, 

Tliough in tenacious childhood sown. 
I'hus in opinions I commence 
k’recholder in the proper sense. 

And neither suit nor service do. 

Nor homage to pretenders shew. 

Who boast themselves by spurious roll 
JLords of the manor of the soul 3 
Preferring sense, from chin that’s bare 
To nonsense thron’d in whisker’d bair. 

To thee. Creator uncreatc, 

O Entium Ens ! divinely great 1 - 

Hold, Muse, nor melting pinions try. 
Nor near the blazing glory fly. 

Nor straining break thy feeble bow, 
Uni Gather’d arrows far to throw 3 
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Through fields unknown nor madly stray, 
Where no ideas mark the way. 

With tender C3^es, and colours faint. 

And trembling hands forbear to paint. 

Who, features veil’d by light, can hit? 

Where can, what has no outline, fit? 

My soul, the vain attempt forego, 

Thyself, the litter subject, know. 

He wisely shuns the bold extreme. 

Who soon lays by th’ unequal theme. 

Nor runs, with wisdom’s sirens caught, 

On quicksands swaU’wiug shipwreck’d thought; 
But, conscious of his distance, gives 
Mute praise, and luimble negatives. 

In one, no object of our sight. 

Immutable, and infinite, 

Who can’t be cruel, or unjust, 

Calm and resign’d, I fix my trust; 

To him my past and present state 
I owe, and must my future fate. 

A stranger into life I’m come. 

Dying may be our going home. 

Transported here by angry Fate, 

The convicts of a prior state. 

Hence I no anxious thoughts bestow 
On matters I can never know; 

Through life’s foul way, like vagrant, pass’d, 
He’ll grant a settlement at last; 

And with sweet ease the wearied crown, 

By leave to lay his being down. 
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It'doom'd to dance th' eternal round 
Of life no sooner lost but found, 

And dissolution soon to come, 

Like spunge, wipes out life’s present sum. 
But can’t our state of pow’r bereave 
An endless series to receive; 

Then, if hard dealt with here bj^ fate, 

We balance in another state, 

And consciousness must go along. 

And sign th’ acquittance for the wrong. 
He for his creatures must decree 
More happiness than misery. 

Or be supposed to create. 

Curious to try, wliat ’tis to hate: 

And do an act, which rage infers, 

’Cause lameness halts, or blindness errs. 

Thus, thus I steer my bark, and sail 
On even keel with gentle gale; 

At helm I make my reason sit. 

My crew of passions all submit. 

If dark and blust’ring prove some nights, 
Philosophy puts forth Iier lights; 
Experience bolds the cautious glass. 

To slum the breakers, as 1 pass. 

And frequent throws the wary lead. 

To see what dangers may be bid; 

And once in seven years I’m seen 
At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen. 

Though pleas’d to see the dolphins play, 

I mind my compass and my way. 
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With store sufficient for relief. 

And wisely still prepar’d to reef. 

Nor wanting the dispersive bowl 
Of cloudy wenther in the soul, 

I make Iieav’n propitious send 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm’d, nor overblown. 
Life’s voyage to the world unknown. 


GEORG K LI LEO. 

BORN 1693.-DIED 1739. 

George Lillo was the son of a Dutch jewellei, 
who married an English woman, and settled in 
London. Our poet was horn near Moorficlds, was 
bred to his father’s business, and followed it for 
many years. The story of his dying in distress was 
a fiction of Hammond, the poet; for Iil bequeathed 
a considerable property to his nephew, whom he 
made his heir. It has been said that this bequest 
was in consequence of his finding the young man 
disposed to lend him a sum of money at a time when 
he thought proper to feign pecuniary distress, in 
order that he might discover the sincerity of those 
calling themselves his friends. Thomas Davies, his 
biographer and editor, professes to have got this 
anecdote from a surviving partner of Lillo. It bears 
however an intrinsic air of improbability. It is not 
usual for sensible tradesmen to affect being on the 
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verge of bankruptcy, and Lillo's character was that 
of an uncommonly sensible man. Fielding, his in¬ 
timate friend, ascribes to him a manly simplicity of 
mind, that is extremely unlike such a stratagem, 

Lillo is the tragic poet of middling and i'amiliar 
life. Instead of heroes from romance and history, he 
gives the merchant and his apprentice; and the Mac¬ 
beth of his “ Fatal Curiosity'* is a private gentleman, 
who has been reduced by his poverty to dispose of his 
copy of Seneca for a morsel of bread. The mind 
will be apt, after reading his works, to suggest to 
itself the question, how far the graver drama would 
gain or lose by a more general adoption of this 
plebeian principle. The cares, it may be said, that 
are most familiar to our existence, and the distresses 
of those nearest to ourselves in situation, ought to 
lay the strongest hold upon our sympathies, and the 
general mass of society ought to furnish a more 
express image of man than any detached or elevated 
portion of the species. 

Lillo is certainly a master of potent effect in the 
exhibition of human suffering. Ilis representation 
of actual or intended murder seems to assume a 
deeper terror from the familiar circumstances of life 
with which it is invested. Such indeed is said to 
have been the effect of a scene in his “ Arden of 
Feversham,” that the audience rose up with one ac¬ 
cord and interrupted it. The anecdote, whether true 
or false, must recal to the mind of every one who 
has perused that piece, the harrowing sympathy 
which ilis calculated to excite. Hut, notwithstand- 
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ill" the power of Lillo’s works, we entirely mibs in 
them that romantic attraction which invites to re¬ 
peated perusal of them. They give us life in a close 
and dreadful semblance of reality, but not arrayed 
in the magic illusion of poetry. Ilis strength lies in 
conception of situations, not in beaut}^ of dialogue, 
or in the eloquence of the passions. Yet the effect 
of his plain and homely subjects was so strikingly 
superior to that of the vapid and heroic productions 
of the day, as to induce some of his contemporary 
admirers to pronounce that he had reached the acme 
of dramatic excellence, and struck into tlie best and 
most genuine path of tragedy. George llarnwell, it 
was observed, drew more tears than the rants of 
Alexander. This might be true, but it did not 
bring the comparison of humble and heroic subjects 
to a fair test; for the tragedy of Alexander is 
bad not from its subject, but IVom the incapacity 
of the poet who composed it. It does not prove that 
heroes drawn from history or romance are not at 
least as susceptible of high and poetical effect as a 
wicked apprentice, or a distressed gentleman pawn¬ 
ing bis moveables. It is one question whether Lillo 
has given to his subjects from private life the degree 
of beauty of which they are susceptible. He is a 
master of terrific, but not of tender imj)ressions. We 
feel a harshness and gloom in his genius even while 
we are compelled to admire its force and originality. 

The peculiar choice of his subjects was happy and 
commendable as far as it regarded himself, for his 
talents never succeeded so well when he ventured 
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nut of them. But it is another question, whether 
the familiar cast of those subjects was fitted to consti¬ 
tute a more genuine, or only a subordinate walk in 
tragedy. Undoubtedly the genuine delineation of 
the human heart will please us, from whatever station 
or circumstances of life it is derived. In the simple 
pathos of tragedy probably very little difference will 
he felt from the choice of characters being pitched 
above or below the line of mediocrity in station. But 
something more than pathos is required in tragedy; 
and the very pain that attends our sympathy requires 
agreeable and romantic associations of the fancy to 
be blended with its poignancy. Whatever attaches 
ideas of importance, publicity, and elevation to the 
object of pity, forms a brightening and alluring me¬ 
dium to the imagination. Athens herself, with all 
her simplicitj^ and democracy, delighted on the 
stage to 

“ let gorgeous Tragedy 
« In scepter’d pall come sweeping by.” 

Even situations far depressed beneath the familiar 
mediocrity of life, are more picturesque and poetical 
than its ordinary level. It is certainly on the virtues 
of the middling rank of life that the strength and 
comforts of society chiefly depend, in the same man¬ 
ner as we look for the harvest not on cliffs and pre¬ 
cipices, but on the easy slope and the uniform plain. 
But the painter does not in general fix on level 
countries for the subjects of his noblest landscapes. 
There is an analog}', I conceive, to this in the moral 
painting of tragedy. Disparities of station give it 
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boldness of outline. The commanding situations of 
life are its mountain scenery—the region where its 
storm and sunshine may be pourtrayed in their 
strongest contrast and colouring. 


FROM TllK FATAL CURIOSITY- 

ACT II. SCENE 1, 

Persons .—Mariay Charhtlc, and Vonng IWlmot. 

J'sHtcr Charlotte, thoughtful; and soon after 
Maria from the other side. 

Mar, Madam, a strangfcr in a foreign liabit 
Desires to see you. 

Char, In a foreign habit- 

’Tis stiange, and unexpected—But admit him. 

Maria 

Who can this stranger be ? I know no foreigner, 

Enter Young Wilmoi’ 

Nor any man like this. 

Y, Wilm, Ten thousand joys ! — 

[going to embrace her. 
Char. You arc rude, sir—Pray forbear, and let 
me know 

What business brought you here, or leave tlie place, 
y. Wilm. She knows me not, or will not seem to 
know me. [Aside, 

Perfidious maid ! Ami forgot or scorned ? 

Char. Strange questions from a man I never knew! 
Y, Wilm, With what aversion and contempt she 
views me! 
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My fears are true; some other has her heart: 

—She’s lost—My fatal absence has undone me. 

\^Asidc. 

O ! could thy Wilmot have forgot thee, Charlotte! 
C/inr. Ha! Wilmot! say! what do your words 
import ? 

O gentle stranger 1 case my swelling heart 
That else will burst I Canst thou inform me aught ?— 
What dost thou know of Wilmot ? 

V, IVihn. This I know, 

When all the winds of heav’n seem’d to conspire 
Against the stormy main, and dreadful peals 
Of rattling thunder deafen’d ev’ry ear, 

An^ drown’d th’ affrighten’d mariners loud cries; 
While livid lightning spread its sulph’rous flames 
Through all the dark horizon, and disclos’d 
The raging seas incens’d to his destruction; 

When the good ship in which he was embark’d, 
Unable longer to support the tempest, 

Broke, and o’erwhclm’d by the impetuous surge. 
Sunk to the oozy bottom of the deep. 

And left him struggling with the warring waves; 

In that dread moment, in the jaws of death, 

When his strength fitil’d and ev’ry hope forsook him. 
And his last breath press’d t’wards his trembling lips, 
The neighbouring rocks, that echoed to his moan. 
Return’d no sound articulate, but Charlotte 1 

Char. The fatal tempest whose description strikes 
The hearer with astonishment, is ceas’d; 

And ^^’ilmot is at rest. The fiercer storm 
or sw elling passions that o’erwhelms the soul, 
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And rages worse than the mad foaming seas 
In which lie perish’d, ne’er shall vex him more, 
y. Wilm. Thou seem’st to think he’s dead; enjoy 
tliat thought; 

Persuade yourself that w))at you wish is true, 

And triumph in your falsehood—Yes, he’s dead; 
You were his fate. The cruel winds and waves, 
That cast him pale and breathless on the shore, 
Spared him for greater woes—To know his Charlotte, 
Forgetting all her vows to him and heaven, 

Had cast him from her thoughts—"^riien, then he 
died; » 

But never must have rest. Ev’n now he w'aiulers, 
A sad, repining, discontented ghost, , 

The unsubstantial shadow of himself. 

And pours his plaintive groans in thy deaf ears, 
And stalks, unseen, before thee. 

Char, ’Tis enough- 

Detested falsehood now has done its WsU'st. 

And art thou dead ?-And would’st thou die, my 

Wilmot! 

For one thou though I’st unjust ?—Thou soul of truth ! 
What must be done?—Which way shall I express 
Unutterable woe ? Or liow convince 
Thy dear departed sjjirit of the love, 

Th’ eternal love, ard never-failing faith 
Of thy much injur’d, lost, despairing Charlotte? 
y. Wilm. Be still, my flutt’ring heart ; hope not 
too soon : \_A;;i(lc, 

Perhaps I dream, and this is all illusion. 

Char. If, as some teach, the mind intuitive, 
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IVet' from the narrow bounds and slavish tics 
Ol’sordid earth, that circumscribe its power 
While it remains below, rovini^ at large, 

Can trace ns to our most coneealM retreat, 

Sec all we act, and read our veiw thoughts; 

To thee, O Wilmot! kneeling 1 appeal. 

If’e’er 1 swerv’d in action, word, or thought. 

From the severest constancy and truth. 

Or ever wish'd to taste a joy on earth 
Tiiat center’d not in thee, since last we parted ; 
May we ne’er meet again, hut thy loud wrougc 
So close the ear of mercy to my cries, 

That I may never see those hriglit abodes 
W^here trutli and virtue onl^' iiave admission. 

And thou inliabit’st now. 

y, U {/ni. Assist me, lieav’n ! 

Preserve ni}^ rCiison, nioinory, and sense! 

O moderate my fierce tumultuous joys, 

Or their excess will drive me to distraction. 

O Charlotte! Charlotte! lovely, virtuous maid! 
Can thy firm mind, in spite of time and absence. 
Remain unshaken, and support its truth ; 

And yet thy frailer memory retain 
No image, no idea of tliv lover ? 

Why dost tliou gaze so wildly ? Look on me; 

7’urn thy dear eyes tliis way ; observe me well. 
Have scorching climates, time, and this strange habit 
So chang’d and so disguis’d thy faithful W’^ilmot, 
I'liat nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 

K email I'' to tell niy Charlotte I am be ? 

vor,. IV. 


r 
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\^After xiieiving him some time, she approaches 
weeping, and gwes him her hand; and then 
turning towards him, sinks upon his bosomi\ 
Why dost thou weep ? VVIiy dost thou tremble thus ^ 
Why doth thy panting heart and cautious touch 
Speak thee but halfconvinc’d ? Whenccare thy fears? 
Why art thou silent ? Canst thou doubt me still? 
Char, No, Wilniot! no; I’m blind with too much 
light: 

O’ercomc with wonder, and opprest with joy; 

The struggling passions barr’d the doors of speech, 
But speech enlarg’d, atlbrds me no relief 
This vast profusion of extreme delight, 

Jlising at once, and bursting from despair. 

Defies the aid of words, and mocks descri}jtion: 

But for one sorrow, one sad scene of anguish. 

That checks the swelling torrent of my joys, 

I could not bear the transport. 

Y. Wilm. Let me know it; 

(live me my portion of thy sorrow, Cliarlotte ! 

Let me partake thy grief, or bear it for thee. 

Char. Alas! my AVilmot! these sad tears are thine; 
I'hcy flow for thy misfortunes. I am pierc’d 
AV^ith all the agonies of strong compassion, 

AVith all the bitter anguish you must feel, 

AVhen you shall hear your parents— 
y. Wilm. Arc no more. 

Char, You apprehend me wrong, 
y. Wilm, Perhaps I do: 

Perhaps you mean to say, the greedy grave 
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W as satisfied with one, and one is left 
To bless iny longing- eyes—Uut which, my Charlotte } 
—And yet forbear to speak, ’till 1 have thought— 
C/tn?\ Nay, hear me, Wilmot! 
y. IVUm. I perforce must hear thee: 

For I miglit think 'till death, and not determine, 

Of two so dear which I could bear to lose. 

Char. Afflict yourself no more with groundless 
fears: 

Your parents both arc living. Their distress. 

The poverty to which they are reduc’d, 

Jii spite of my weak aid, was what I mourn’d; 

And that in helpless age, to them whose youth 
Was crown’d with full prosjierity, 1 tear, 

Js worse, much worse, than (loath. 

V. il’iini. IVIy jov’s complete. 

My parents living, and possess’d of thee ! — 

From this blest hour, the happiest of my life, 

Fll date ray rest. anxious hopes and fears, 

My weary travels, and my dangers jiast. 

Are now rewarded all. Now I rejoice 
In my success, and count my riches gain. 

For know, my soul’s best treasure! I have wealth 
Enough to glut ev’n avarice itself: 

No more sliall cruel want, or proud contempt, 

Oppress the sinking spirits, or insult 

The hoary heads of those who gave me being. 

Char. ’Tis now, O riches, 1 conceive your worth 
You are not base, nor can you be superfluous, 

Ilut when misplac’d in base and sordid hands. 

J’lv, tiy, my Wilmot! leave tliy happy^ Charlotte! 

r 2 
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Tliy pj^ty, the sighs and tears 
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence. 

Wllm. 1 have a friend, the partner of iny 
voyage. 

Who, in the storm Jast night, was shipwreck’d with 
me. 

Char. Shipwreck’d last night!—O yc iniinorial 
pow'rs ! 

What have you suffer’d—How was you preserv’d f 
Y. JVilm. Let that, and all my otlier stiangc 
escapes 

And perilous adventures, he the theme 
Of many a happy winter nig]it to come. 

My present purpose was t* intreat my angel. 

To know this friend, this otlier better AV'^ilmot; 

And come with him this evening to my father’s: 

I’ll send him to thee. 

Char. I consent with pleasure. 

V'. IVilm. Ileav’ns, what a night! —How sliall 1 
hear my joy ? 

My parents, yours, my fnends, all will be mine. 
And mine, like water, air, or the free splendid sun, 
The undivided portion of you all. 

If such the early hopes, the vernal bloom. 

The distant prospect of my future bliss. 

Then wliat the ruddy autumn ? what the fruit 
The full possession of thy heavenly charms. 

The tedious, dark, and stormy winter o’er 
The hind, that all its pinching hardships bore, 

With transport secs the weeks a[)})ointed bring 
The cheerful, promis’d, gay, delightful spring; 
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The painted meadows, the harmonious woods, 

The gentle zephyrs, and unbridled floods.. 

With all their charms, his ravish’d thoughts employ, 
15ut tlie rich harvest must complete his jo}. 

[flrcwaf. 

Sci^Nii :—A Street in Penryn, 

Enltr RandaIv. 

Hand. Poor, poor and tVicndless; whither shall 
1 wander. 

And to what point direct my views and hopes? 

A menial servant? No.— What, shall 1 live, 

Here in this land ol‘Ireedom, live distinguish’d. 

And mark’d the willing slave* of some pioiul snbject. 
And swell his useless train lor broken I'ragments ; 
The coltl remains oT his superfluous board?— 

I would aspire to something more and better— 

Turn Ihy eyes then to the prolific ocean. 

Whose spacious bosom opens to thy view: 

There deatldess honour, and unenvied wealth 
Have often crowi»’tl the brave adventurer’s toils. 
This is the native imcontested right, 

The flair inheritance of cv’iy 15riton 

That dai es put in his claim —My choice is made: 

A long farewell to Cornwall, and to England ! 

If I return—Put stay, what stranger's this. 

Who, as he views me, seems to mend his pace ? 

Enter Young Wilmot. 

Y. IVllm. Randal! the dear companion of my 
youth ! 

Sure lavish fortune means to give me all 
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1 could desire, or ask for this blest day, 

And leave me nothing to expect hereafter. 

Rand. Your partloii, sir ; I know but one on earth 
Could properly salute me by the tiile 
You’re pleas’d to ^ivc me, and J would not think 
That you are he—"fhat you are Wilniot.— 
y. IVltw. Why ? 

Rand. Because 1 could not bear the disappoint¬ 
ment 

Should I be deceiv’d. 

y. IVilm. ]’m pleas’d to hear it: 

Thy friendly fears better express thy thoughts 
Than words could do. 

Hand. (), Wilniot! O, my master ! 

Are you return’d ? 

Y. IVilin. I have not yet embrac’d 
My parents—1 shall see you at 1113 ' father’s. 

Rafid. No, I’m discharg’d from thence—(), sir, 
such ruin— 

y. IVihn. I’ve heard it all,and hasten to lelieve ’em: 
Sure heaven hath blest me to that veiy end: 

I’ve wealth enough ; nor shalt thou want a part. 

Hand. I have a part already—I am blest 
In your .succcs'J, and share in all your joys. 

y. fVi/m. I doubt it not—But tell me, dost thou 
think. 

My parents not suspecting lu}' return, 

That I may visit them, and not be knowji ? 

Hand. Tis hard for me to judge. You are 
already 

Grown so ianiiliar to me, that I wonder 
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1 knew you not at first: yet it may be ; 

For 3 'ou’re much alter’d, and tliey think you dead. 


y. JVihn, 


certain 


Charlotte beheld me 


And heard my loud reproaches and complaints 
\\^ithoLit rcmemh’rin^ >hc had ever seen me. 
My mind at case grows wanton : 1 would fain 
Uefine on happiness. Why may 1 not 
indulge my curiosity, and try 
If it be possilde by seeing first 
My parents as a stranger, to improve 
Th eir ])leasure by surprise ? 

R(ui({. It may indeed 

Inhance your own, to see I’rom what despair 
Your timely coming, aud uiihop’d success, 
Have given you power to raise them. 


V. ]\’dm. I remember, 


E’er since we iearn’d together you cxccll’cl 
In vvritin g fairly, and could imitate 
Whatever liaiul you saw with great exactness. 
Of this I’m not so absolute a master. 


I therefore beg you’ll write, in Charlotte’s name 
And chanieter, a letter to my father; 

And recoimriend me, as a friend of hers, 

To his acquaintance. 

RiiutL Sir, if you desire it- 

And yet— 

Y. JVilm, Nay, no objections—’Twill save time, 
Most precious with me now. For the deception. 
If doing what my Charlotte will approve, 

’Cause done for me and with a good intent, 
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Deserves the name, I'll answer it myself. 

If this succeeds, I purpose to defer 
Discov’ring who 1 am till Charlotte cometj^ 

And thou, and all who love me. Iw’ry friend 
Who witnesses my Iiappiness to-night. 

Will, hy partaking, multiply my joys. 

Rand, You grow luxurious in your mental plea¬ 
sures : 

Could I deny you aught, 1 would not write 
This letter. To say true, 1 ev(‘r thought 
Your boundless curiosity a weakness. 

Y, JVilui. What cau’st thou blame in this? 

Ratid. Your pardon, sir; 

I only speak in general; I’m ready 
T’ obey your orders 

Y. IVihu. 1 am much thy debtor, 

13ut I shall (ind a time to t|uit thy kindness. 

O Uandal ! but imagine to thyself 
T1 le floods of transport, the siiicere ii- light 
That all my friends will feel, when 1 disclose 
To my astonish’d parents my return; 

And then conl'ess, that I have well contriv’d 
By giving others Joy t’ exalt my own. 

As pain, and anguish, in a gen’rous mind. 

While kept conccalM and to ourselves confin’d. 
Want half their force; so pleasure, when it flows 
In torrents round us, more ecstatic grow'S. 

\_Excnni. 
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—.'J room hi Old TVilmot's house. 

Old WiLMOT and Jus IVi/'e Ac.NEb. 

O. IVilm. Here, take this Seneca, this haughty 
pedant. 

Who governing the master of mankind. 

And awing power imperial, prates ol'—patiem e ; 
And praises poverty—possess’d of millions : 

—Sell him, and buy us broad. The scantiest meal 
The vdest copy of his book e’er ptirchas’d, 

Will give us n\ore relief in this distress, 

Than all his boast('d precp[)ts.—Na}', no tears; 
Keep them to move compassion when heg. 
Aij;)!. ATy heart may break, but never stoop to 
that. 

(). JVilm. Nor would f live to sec it,—Hut dis- 
])atch. \_E.iit A(.nj£s. 

AVhere inu^r I charge this length ol‘misery, 

That gathers forct' each moment as it rolls, 

And must at last o’erwhelm me; but on hope, 
A'ain, fiattering, delusive, groundless hope j 
A senseless expectation ol’reJief 

'I'hat has for ^ ears deceiv’d me ?-Had I thought 

As 1 do now, as wise men ever think, 

When first this hell poverty o’ertook me, 

That powx'r to die imj)lics a right to do it. 

And should be ns’d when life becomes a pain, 

What plagues had 1 prevented.-True, my wife 

fs still a slave to prejudice and fear- 
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I would not leave niy bettcM' part^ the dear \_lVecj)A, 
I'aithlul conij)ani()n ofiny happier days, 

To hear tlie weit'lit of age and want alone. 

•-ril try once more- 

Enter A(.\i<:s, <iiul njlcr her YuL/^(i Wilmoi. 

(). JEihn. Return’d, iny lil'e, so soon - 

Agn. 'I’hc unex])eetcd coining of this stranger 
Trevents my going yet. 

V. tl’ilni. You’re, I presume, 

The g(mtleman to whom tiiis is directed. 

[(ilXK’S a lei it) , 

What A\ild neglect, the token of despair, 

[,-/.s/<'/c ] AV'^hat indigence, what misery appeals 
In each di'.order’d, or disliii iiiNh’d room 
Of thi'^ once gorgeous house ! What discontent, 
M'hat anguish and contusion fill the faces 
Of its dejected owners ! 

O. Wihn. Sir, sucli welcome 
As this poor house atforcK, you may command. 

Our ever fiieiully neiglihour-Once we iiop’d 



l^ut we have done with Iiope—I pray excuse 
Tliis incoherence-we had once a son. [/fVtyM. 

That you are come from that dear virtuous 
maid. 

Revives in us the mem’ry of a loss. 

Which, tin ugh long since, we have not learn'd to 
hear. 

Y. IVllm, [yi.s/a/c.] T'hc joy to see them, and the 
bitter pain 
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It is to see them tlius, touches luy soul 
With teiuienicss and urief’, that u ill o’ertlow. 

My Iiosoin heaves and swells, as it Mould hurst; 

My l)o\vels move, ami my Iieart melts within me. 

-rhev know im* not, and yet, I lear, I shall 

Defeat my j)u^[)o^e and l)erra\ m\self. 

O. Wthu. 'I he lady call^ you here her valued 
ti uuul ; 

Enough, though nothing more should he imj)licd, 
To recomnnmd you to our l)est esteem, 

— A worthless aeijuisition ! - Alay she lind 

Some nuains that hetti'r nia\’ exj)res> lier kindness! 
Hut she, ]Kuhaps, hath juupo.s’d to enrich 
AOu with lier^i’lf, and end her IVuith'ss sorrow 
Eoi one whoin death .done can justily 
I'or lea\ing her so long. If it he so, 

Ma) \ou repair his loss, and he to Chailotto 
\ sec’oml, happn i \\ dmot. Partial nature. 

Who oidy favours youth as feeble age 
Were not lu'r olfspring or helow' her care, 

M as si'al’d our doom : no second hope shall spring 
I'roni my dead loins, and Agnes’ sterd wonib, 

I'o dry our te.trs, and dissipate despair. 

A^^n. 'I'he last and most ahandonM of our kind, 
!>y heaven and earth neglected or despis’d. 

The loathsome grave, that rohh’d us of our son 
And all our joys in him, must he our rel'iigc. 

Y. IVilm, Let ghosts unpardon’d, or devoted 
fiends, 

h'ear without hope, and wail in such sad strains; 
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Hut grace dcfciul the living from despiiir. 

The darkest hours* [ireccde the rising sun ; 

And mercy ma}^ appear vvlicn expected, 

O. Wdm. This 1 have heard a thousand times 
rcjieated, 

And have, believing, been as oft deceiv’d, 

Y. Wilm. JJehold in me an instance of its trutli. 
At sea twice shipwreck’d, and as oil the prey 
Of lawless pirati’s ; by tlu* Arabs thrice 
Surpris’d, and robb’d on shore; and once reduc’d 
'I’o worse tlian thesi-, the sum ol all distress 
'riiat the most wretched feel on this siile hell, 

I'A’n slav’ry itself: yet here I stand, 
hAcept one tiouhle tliat will (piickly end, 

The happiest of mankind. 

O. IVilm. A rare example 
Of fortune’s caprice ; apter to surprise. 

Or entertain, than comlort, or instruct. 

If you would reason from events, be just, 

And count, when you escap’d, how many ,»erish'd, 
And draw your ini ’rence thence, 
yjg/i. Alas! who knows 

But ue wx're render’d childless by some storm. 

In which you, though preserv’d, might bear a part. 

IVilm. How has my curiosity betray’d me 
Into superfluous pain ! 1 faint with fondness ; 

And shall, if I stay longer, rush upon ’em. 

Proclaim Hiyself their son, kiss and embrace ’em 
Till their souls, transported with the excess 
Of pleasure and surprise, quit their frail mansions. 
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Anil leave ’em breathless in my longing arms. 

By circumstances then, anil sh)\v degrees, 

They must be let into a happiness 

'Poo great for them to hear at once, and live : 

That Charlotte will perform: I need not feign 
To ask an Ijour for rest. Sir, I intreat 

The favour to retire where, for a while, 

1 may repoK' myself. You will excuse 
'Phis freedom, and the trouble that I give you: 

*Tis long siTice 1 have slept, and nature calls. 

O. I pray no more: believe we’re onl> 

troubl’d, 

That you should think any excuse were needful, 
y. IVihn. 'Phe weight oi’tliis is some incumhrancr 
to mi' : 

[ 7Vi/ir\ a casket out nf'fiis bosomy and 
yj'vcs if to /us Olol/lC) .] 

And its contents of value: if you please 
To take the charge of it ’till I awake, 

J shall not rest the worse. If I should sleep 
'Pill I am ask’d lor, as perhaps I may, 

I beg that \ou wouhl wake mo. 

A‘ui. Doubt it not: 

Distracted as I am with various woes, 
i shall remember that. [/TavV. 

y. IVdm. Merciless grief! 

What ravage has it made ! how has it chang’d 
Her lovely form and mind ! J feel her anguish. 
And dread I know not what from her despair. 

My father too-O grant ’em patience, heav’n ! 
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A longer, a few sliort hours more, 

Ami all their carej', and niine, shall end for ever. 

\_Asutt\ 


How IK ar is inistM’\ and joy allied! 

Nor cyt' noi thought eaii then extreiiu's divide; 

A inoinent\s space i.s long, and lightning slow 
To late descending to reverse our woe, 

Or bhist our hopes, and all our jo 3 's overthrow. 

\Eieunf, 


At I’ rii. 

TJic Sccuc coJiliiitiCfL Enio Ac.n ks, alouc, tvilh l/ic 

lashcl in hci hand. 

-Agn. ^^dI(> should this strangiu- ht' ? And then this 
caski^t— 

He sins it IS ol v.dne, and yet trusts it, 

As il'a trilh', to a stranger’s hand— 

His contidenee amazes me—l^erha})s 

It is not what he sav’s—I’m strongly ternjned 

To open it, and see—No, let n rest. 

Why should my curiosity excite me 
To search and pry into th’ alfairs oi'others, 

Who have t’ tanploy my thoughts, so many cares 
And sorrows of mv own ?—With how much ease 
The* sj ! mg give-N \vay ! Surprising ! most prodigious ! 
My (*> es are dazzled, and my ravish’d heart 
Leaps .iL the glorious sight. How bright’s the lustre, 
How immense the worth oi'these lair jewels ! 

Ay, such a treasure would expel for ever 
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Base poverty, and all its abject train; 

'I'he mean devices we’re reduc’d to use 
To keep out famine, and preserve our lives 
From day to day; the cold neglect of iriends; 

Tlie galling scorn, or more provoking pity 

Of an insulting world-Possess'd of these, 

Plenty, content, and })o\v’r, might take their turn. 
And lolt^ pride bare its aspiring head 
At our approach, and once more bend before us. 
— A pleasing dream ! ”J'is past; and now I wake 
More wretched l)\ the happiness I’ve lost; 

For sure it was a happiness to think, 

Though but a moment, such a treasure mine. 

Nay, it was more' than thought—I saw and touch’d 

The bright temptation, and I see it >et- 

Tis here —’ti'' mine—I have it in possi*ssion- 

-Must I resign it r Must 1 give it hack ^ 

Am 1 in love with misery and want?- 

To rob m}scl(\ and court so vast a loss ^- 

Ketaiu it then-But how ? 'J'here is a way- 

Why sinks my heart ? Why docs my blood rim cold ^ 
Why am 1 thriird with horror ? ’Tis not clioiei', 
But dire necessity suggests the thought. 

Enter Old Wr L:\ior, 

O, Wilm. The mind contented, with liow' little 
pains 

The w^and’riug senses yield to soft rc[)ose, 

And die to gain new life ! He’s fallen asleep 
Already-Happy man! What dost thou think. 
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My Agnes, of our unexpected guest ? 

Ho seems to rnc a youth of great humanity : 

Just ere lie clos’d his eyes, that swam in tears, 
lie wrung niy hand, and press’d it to his lips; 

And with a look, that [>ierc’d me to the soul, 
Bciiir’d me to comfort thee : and—Dost ihou hear 
me 

M'liat, art thou ”:azln<r oo } ’tis not well- 

This casket was deliver’d to you closed ; 

Why 1 uive you open’d it ? Should this bo known, 
How mean must we ajipear. 
ylgn. And who shall know it? 

O. IV//))/. There is a kind ofpride, a decent dignity 
Due to ourselves; which, spite ol‘our mi-^f'ortunes. 
May he inaintainVl and ( herish’d to the last. 

To live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world, shews sovereign contem[)i. 

And nohh* scorn of its relentless malice. 

.Ig)/. Shows sovereign madness, and a .'i.orn -M 
seiivc! 

Pursue no I’artlier this detested tlieme: 

I will not die,—I Mill not leave the world 
por all that you can urge, until comjicll’d. 

O. 'I’o chase a shadow, when the setting sun 

Is darting his last rays, were just as wise 
As 3 ^our anxiety Ibr fleeting life. 

Now the last means for its sujijiort aie failing: 
Were fannne not as mortal as the sword, 

This warmth might be excus’d—But take tliy choic< ■ 
Die how you will, you shall not die alone. 
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Nor live, I hope. 

O. Wilm. There is no fear of that. 

Agn, Tlien we’ll live botli. 

O, Wilm. Strange folly ! where’s the means ? 

Agn. The means are there ; those jewels- 

0. Wilm. Ha!-Take heed : 

Perhaps thou dost but try me; yet take herd- 
Thcrc’s nought so monstrous but the mind of man 
In some conditions may be brought t’approve; 
Theft, sacrilege, treason, and parricide. 

When flatt’ring opportunit}^ entic’d. 

And desperation drove, have been committed 
By those who once would start to hear them nam’d. 

Agn. And add to these detested suicide. 

Which, by a crime much less, we may avoid. 

O JVilm. I'lr inhospitable murder of our guest!— 
How couldst thou form a thought so very tempting, 
8o ad^^antageo^ls, so secure, and easy; 

And yet so rmcl, and so full of horrrir ? 

Agn. ’Tis less impiety, less against nature, 

To take another’s life, than end our owai. 

O. Wilm. It is no matter, whether this or that 
Be, in itself, the less or greater crime : 

Howe’er we may deceive ourselves or others, 

We act fiom inclination, not by rule. 

Or none could act amiss-And that all err, 

None blit the conscious hypocrite denies. 

-O! what is man, his excellence and strength. 

When in an hour of trial and desertion. 

Reason, his noblest power, may be suborn’d 
'!*(» plead the cause of vile assassination ’ 

(. 


\ T)X . l \ . 
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^gn. You’re too severe: reason may justly plead 
For her own preservation. 

O. Wilm, Rest contented : 

Whatever resistance I may seem to make^ 

I am betray’d within: my will *s seduc’d^ 

And my whole soul infected. The desire 
Of life returns, and brings with it a train 
Of appetites, that rage to be supplied. 

Whoever stands to parley with temptation. 

Does it to be o’ercorae. 

Agn. Then nought remains, 

Hut the swift execution of a deed 
That is not to be thought on, or delay’d. 

VVe must dispatch him sleeping: should he wake. 
'Twere madness to attempt it. 

0. Wilm. True ; his strength 
Single is more, much more than ours united; 

So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed 
Ours in duration, should he 'scape this snare. 
Gen*rous, unhappy man ! O what could move thee 
To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguish ^ 

Agn, By what means ? 

By stabbing, suffocation, or by strangling, 

Shall wc effect his death? 

0. Wilm. Why, what a fiend !- 

How cruel, how remorseless and impatient 
Have prii'e and poverty made thee ! 

Apn. Barbarous man! 

O 

Whose wasteful riots ruin’d our estate. 

And drove our son, ere the first down had spread 
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H is rosy cheeks, spite of ray sad presages. 

Earnest intreaties, agonies and tears. 

To seek his bread ’niongst strangers, and to perish 

In some remote, inhospitable land- 

The loveliest youth, in person and in mind. 

That ever crown'd a groaning mother’s pains ' 
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then ^ 
Thou cruel husband ! thou unnat'ral father ! 

Thou most remorseless, most ungrateful man, 

To waste my fortune, rob me of niy son ; 

To drive me to despair, and then reproach mo 
For being what thou'st made me. 

O. Wilm, Dry thy tears: 

I ought not to reproach thee. I confess 
That thou hast sullcrM much ; so have we both. 

But chide no more : Pm wrought up to thy purpose. 
The poor, ill-fated, unsuspecting vivitim, 

Ere he reclin'd him on the fatal couch, 

From which he's ne’er to rise, took off the sash, 
And costly dagger that thou saw'st him wear; 

And thus, unthinking, furnish’d us wdth arms 
Against himself. Which shall 1 use? 

Agn. The sash. 

If you make use of that, I can assist. 

0. U Urn. No. 

’Tis a dreadful office, and I’ll spare 

Thy trembling hands the guilt-steal to the door. 

And bring me word; if he be still asleep. 

[Ejil Ac/Niis. 

Or I’m deceiv’d, or he pronounc’d himself 

t. 2 
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Tiic livippicst of mankind. Deluded wretch ! 

Thy thoughts arc perishing, tliy youthful joys, 
Tuuelfd by the icy hand of grisly death. 

Arc witli’ring in their bloom-But thought extin* 

guish’d 

He’ll never know the loss, nor feel the bitter 

Pangs of disappointment-Then 1 was wrong 

In counting him a wretch: To die well pleas’d, 

Is all the happiest of mankind can hope for. 

To he a wretch, is to survive the loss 
Of every joy, and even hope itscH‘, 

As I have (l.'»nc-Why do I mourn him then 

l or, by the anguish of my tortur’d soul, 
lie’s to be envied, if compar’d with me. 


1 IlOMAS TlCKELl.. 

BOHN 1686.-DIED 1740. 

1 IlOMAS Tickell, the son of the Rev, Richard 
Tickell, was born at Bridckirk, in Cumberland, 
studied at Oxford, and obtaired a fellowship, uhich 
he vacated by marrying about bis fortieth year. 
Though he sung the praises of peace when the 
Torich ^\ere negotiating with France, he seems from 
the rest ^ T his writings, and his close connexion 
with Addison, to have deserved the epithet of 
Whiggissinius, which Swift bestowed on him. His 
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iliciulship with Addison lasted for life; lie arcooi- 
naiiicd liioi to Ireiaiid in tlic suite ol’Lord Sunder- 
laud, beeaine his .-cciv tiiry when Addison was made 
^CLTctary ot '•tate, w leit tlie clKU^e cf jiulilishiu!; 
his works, and preli\ed to tliein his (‘xeeilent ele^^y. 
He was afterwards secretary to the lords justices ()(’ 
Ireland, a place which he held till his death. 


TO THK loAUT OF WAKWUK, ON TIIK J)FATI1 OK 

MR. ADDISON. 

If, diiiiih too long, the droojiing Muse hath .stayM, 
And left her debt, to Addison unpaid. 

Blame not her silence, Warwick, but bemoan, 

And judge, oh judge, my bo^om by your own. 

\\’hat mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 

Slow comes the ver-e that real woe inspires: 
firief •luairectcd suits but ill with art. 

Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 

Can [ forget the dismal night that gave 
My soul’s best part for ever to the grave ? 
flow silent did his old companions tread, 

By midnight lamps, the mansions of the dead, 
J'hrough breathing statues, then unheeded things, 
Ihrough rows of warriors, and through walks ol 
kings! 

What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire; 

J'he pealing organ, and the pausing choir; 
i'he duties by the lawn-robhl prelate paid: 

And the last words, that dust to dust convevM ' 
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While speechless o*cr thy closing grave we bend, 
Acccjjt these tears, thou dear departed friend. 

Oh, ^ne for ever! take this long adieu; 

And sleep in peace, next thy lov’d Montague. 

To strew fresh laurels, let the task be mine, 

A frequent pilgrim at thy sacred shrine; 

Mine with true sighs thy absence to bemoan, 

And grave with faithful cpitaplis thy stone. 

If e’er from me thy lov’d memorial [lart. 

May shame afflict this alienated heart; 

Of thee forgetful if 1 form a song. 

My lyre be broken, and untun’d my tongue. 

My grief he doubled fi om th}^ image free, 

And mirth a torment, unchastis’d by thee ! 

Oft let me range the gloomy aisles alone, 

Sad luxury I to vulgar minds unknown. 

Along the walls where speaking marbles show 
What worthies form the hallow’d mould below; 
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held; 
In arms who triumph’d ; or in arts exccll’d ; 

Chiefs, grac’d with scars, and prodigal of blood; 
Stern patriots, who for sacred freedom stood; 

Just men, by whom impartial laws were given; 

And saints, who taught and led the way to heaven; 
Ne’er to these chambers, where the mighty rest. 
Since their foundation came a nobler guest; 

Nor e’er was to the bowers of bliss convey’d 
A fairer spirit or more welcome shade. 

In what new region, to the just assign’d, 

What new employments please th* unbody’d mind ? 
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V winged virtue, through th’ ethereal sky, 

From world to w orld unwearied does he dy ? 

Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of heaven’s decrees, where wondering angels gaze? 
Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tell 
How Michael battl’d, and the dragon fell; 

Or, mix’d with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill essay’d below f 
Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behind, 

A task \vell suited to thy gentle mind ? 

Oh ! if sometimes thy spotless form descend, 

'I’o me thy aid, thou guardian genius, lend ! 

When rage misguides me, or when fear alarms, 
^Vhen pain distresses, or when pleasure charms, 

In silent whisperings purer thoughts impart. 

And turn from ill a frail and feeble htart; 

Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 
i ill bliss shall join, nor death can part us more. 

That awful form, which, so the heavens decree, 
Must still be lov’d and ^till deplor’d by me; 

In nightly visions seldom fails to rise. 

Or, rous’d by fancy, meets my waking eyes. 

If business calls, or crowded courts invite, 

'fh’ unblemisb’d statesman seems to strike my sight; 
If in the stage I seek to soothe my care, 

I meet his soul which breathes in Cato there; 

If pensive to the rural shades 1 rove. 

His shape o’ertakes me in the lonely grove; 

’Tw'as there of just and good he reason’d strong, 
Clear’d some great truth, or rais’d some serious song; 
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There pHtient sliow’d us the wise course to steer, 
A candid censor, and a friend severe; 

There tanglit us how to live; and (oh! too high 
The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 

Thou hill, whose I>row tlic antique structures grace 
Rear’d by bold chiefs of Warwick’s noble race, 
\Vhy, once so lov’d, whene’er tliy bower appears, 
O’er iny dim eye-balls glance the sudden tears ? 
How sweet w^ere once tb} prospects fresh and fair. 
Thy sloping w'alks, and unpolluted air! 

How sweet the glooms beneath thy aged trees. 
Thy noontide shadow', and thy evening breeze! 
His image thy forsaken bovvers restore; 

Tby walks and airy prospects charm no more; 

No more the summer in thy glooms allay’d, 

Tliy evening breezes, and thy noon-day shade. 

From other hills, however fortune frown'd. 

Some refuixe in the Muse’s art 1 found: 

Reluctant now I touch the trembling string, 

Ivcreft of him who taught me how to sing; 

And these sad accents, murmur’d o’er In's urn. 
Betray that absence they attempt to mourn. 

O ! must I then (now fresh my bosom bleeds. 

And (Jraggs in death to Addison succeeds) 

The verse, begun to one lost friend, prolong, 

And weep a second in tli* unfinish’d song ! 

These works divine, w'hich on his death-bed laid 
To thee, O Craggs! th’ expiring sage convc) M, 
Great, but ill-omen’d, monument of fame. 

Nor lie surviv’d to give, nor tliou to claim. 
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Swift alter him thy social spirit flies, 

And close to Ids, how soon ! thy coffin lies. 

Blest pair ! whose union future liards shall tell 
In future touf^ues : each other’s boast! farewell! 
I'arewell! whom, join’d in fame, in fiii'ndship tr\ ’ 
No chance could sever, nor the grave divide. 


d. 


roLiN A\i> J.rrv. 

A iiAi.i. vn. 

Of T^einster, fam’d for maidens fail, 
Bright Lucy was the grac<3; 

Nor e’er did Lilly’s limpid stream 
Bcflect so sweet a face: 

Till luckless love, and jiining care. 

Impair’d her rosy hue. 

Her coral Ii[)S, and damask cheek''. 
And eyes of glossy blue, 

(di, have you seen a lily pale, 

When beating rains descend ? 

So droop’d the slow-consuming luuid 
Her life now near its end. 

By Lucy warn’d, of flattering swain.- 
Take heed, ye easy fair: 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Vc perjur’d swains, beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of niglit. 
hell was heard to ring; 
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And shrieking at her window tlirice, 

The raven flapp’d Iiis wing. 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The solemn boding sound : 

And thus, in dying words, bespoke 
The virgins weeping round : 

“ I hear a voice, you cannot hear, 

“ Which sa3's, I jnust not sta}^ 

“ I see a hand, you cannot sec, 

“ Which beckons me away. 

By a false heart, and broken vows, 

“ In early youth I die: 

“ Was I to blame, because his bride 
“ Was thrice as rich as I ? 

“ Ah, Colin! give not her thy vows, 

Vows due to me alone : 

“ Nor thou, fond maid, receive his ki^s, 

“ Nor think him all thy own. 

To-morrow', in the church to wed, 
Impatient, both prepare ! 

But know, fond maid; and know, false man, 
“ That Lucy will be there ! 

“ Then bear my corse, my comrades, bear, 

“ This bridegroom blithe to meet, 

“ He in his wedding-trim so gay, 

I in my winding-sheet.’* 

She spoke; she died ; her corse was borne, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet. 
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He in his wedcliiiir trim so gay, 

She in her winding-sheet. 

Then wliat were perjur’d C’olin’s tlioughts? 
How were these nuptials kept ? 

The bridesmen flock’d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair, 

At once his bosom swell: 

The damps of death bedew’d liis brow. 

He shook, he groan’d, be fell. 

From the vain bride, all, bride no more! 
The var> ing crimson Hed, 

When, stretch’d IxTorc !ier rival’s corse, 
IShe saw licr husband dead. 

'rhen to his Taicy’s new-made grave. 
Convey’d by trembling swains, 

One mould w ith her, bencatli one sod. 

For ever he remains. 

Oft at his grave the constant bind 
And plighted maid are seen; 

Witli garlands gay, and true-love knots. 
They deck the sacred green ; 

But, swain forsworn, whoe’er thou art. 

This hallow’d spot forbear ; 

Uemember Colin’s dreadful fate, 

And fear to meet him tlierc. 



J A \li :s HAMMOND. 

HORN 1710.-HIKI) 1742. 


RlJifjy XIII. 

j'lc iiii.igincfi niiiist If inanicd loDi-lia, and that, coiitmt i... 
oilier, ihoy an* rctiieil iiilo the (oiniiry. 

Let others boast llicir litaps orshinint^ 

And view their fields, witli waving plenty crown’d, 
Whom neightiouring foes in con>tant terror hold, 
And trumpets break their slumbers, never sound : 

^VhiIe calmly poor I tribe lii’c av\ay, 
hhijoy sweet leisure by my cheerful die. 

No wanton hope my tjuiet shall betray, 

lb It, cheaply blest, I’ll scorn each vain ih sire. 

\\'ith timely care I’ll sow my little held, 

And plant my orchard with its master’s liand, 

Nor blush to spread the liay, the hook to nield, 

Or range my sheaves along the sunny land. 

Jt'latc at dusk, while carelessly I roam, 

I meet a spoiling kid, or bleating lamb, 

Under my arm I’ll bring the wanderer home, 

And not a little chide its thoughtless dam. 
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What joy to hear the tempest howl in vain, 
Aiul clui'p a teaiful mistress to my breast! 

Or, lullM to slumber by the beating rain, 
Secure anti happy, sink at last to rest ! 

()r, if the sun in flaming Leo vie, 

15y shady rivers indolently stray. 

And null my Delia, walking side hy side. 

Hear how they murmur as they glide away ! 

What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 

Li) sto[) and gaze on Delia as 1 go! 

J'o mingle sweet discourse with kisses sweet. 
And teach my lovely scholar all I know! 

'^riiiis pleas’d at heart, and not with fancy’s dre 
111 silent happiness 1 rest unknown; 

Content with what 1 am, not what T seem, 

I live for Delia and myself alone, 

'f ****** 

Hers he the care of all my little train, 

While I with tender indolcnee am blest, 

Tiie favourite subject of her gentle reign, 
l’i\ love alone distinguish’d from the rest. 

Tor her 1*11 yoke my oxen to the plough. 

In gloomy forests tend my lonely flock; 

I'or her a goat-herd climb the mountnln*s brow 
And slcer> extended on the naked rock: 
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Ah, what avails to press the stately bed, 

And far from her ’midst tasteless grandeur weep, 
By marble fountains lay the pensive head, 

And, wliile they murmur, strive in vain to sleep! 

Delia alone can ple^e, and never tire. 

Exceed the paint of thought in true delight; 

With her, enjoyment wakens new desire, 

And equal rapture glows through every night: 

Beauty and worth in her alike contend, 

To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind; 

In her, my wife, my mistress, and my friend, 

I taste the joys of sense and reason join’d. 

On her I’ll gaze, when others loves are o’er. 

And dying press her with my clay-cold hand— 
Thou weep’st already, as I were no more. 

Nor can that gentle breast the thought withstand. 

Oh, when 1 die, my latest momejits spare, 

Nor let thy grief with sharper torments kill. 
Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair. 
Though 1 am dead, my soul shall love thee still: 

Oh, quit the room, oh, quit tlie deathful bed, 

Or thou wilt die, so tender is thy heart; 

Oh, leave me, Delia, ere thou sec me dead, 

These weeping friends wdll do thy momnful part. 



JOHN OLDMIXON. 


Let them, extended on the decent bier, 

Convey the corhC in melancholy state, 

Through all the village spread the tender tear, 
^Vhile pitying maids our wondrous loves relate. 


JOII^ OLDMIXON, 

Ridiculkd in the Tatler under the name of Omi- 
kron, the unborn j)oet, and one of the heroes of the 
Diinciad, who mounts the side of a lighter in order 
to plunge with more effect. His party virulence was 
rewarded with the place of collector of the customs 
at the port of 15ridgewatcr. 


soN(;, 

* ROM Ills POEMS ON SEVERAL OrC\SIONS, IN IMITATION 01 
THE MANNER OE ANACREON. 

I LATELY vow’d, but ’twas in haste, 

That I no more would court 
The joys that seem when they arc past 
As dull as they are short. 

I oft to hate my mistress swear, 

But soon my weakness find; 

I make my oaths when she’s severe. 

But break them ivhen she’s kind. 



.lOIlN OI.DMIXON. 




ON HIMSKI.F. 

I ROM ANACRKO>,' 

TTnjl>i:iini:ath j, nij'^rtle sliadc, 
iJn a hank ofjt^es laid, 

I^ct me clrinkj^md let me piny, 

T^et me revel all tlie tla3 . 

Love, descending from his stale. 

On my festivals shall wait; 

1-ove among m^-^ slaves shall sliine, 
j\nd attend to fill me wine. 

Swift H's cliariot wheels we 
To the minute we must die ; 

Then we moulder in an urn. 

Then we shall to <lust return. 

Then in vain you’ll ’noint m3' tonih 
W'^ith 3'our oils and 3'our perfume ; 
llatht‘r let them now be mine, 

Itoses round 103'’ templf*s t\^■ine. 

You who love me now I live, 

(rive me what 3^11 have to give ; 

Let Kl3'siuni be my care. 

When t\ le gods shall send me llu^re. 



WILLIAM somluvilia:. 

BORN 1(59'2.—1)1 LU 1742 . 

William Somciiville was ^rn at ImKioh, in 
Warwickshire, of an ancient and illustrious raiiiiU. 
I lo possessed an estate of 1500^. a year, was, amiablt* 
and hospitable, and united elegant and refined piii- 
luts w'itli the active amusements which he has 
celebrated in his poem of the Chase; but from de¬ 
ficiency in economy and temperance was driven, ac¬ 
cording to Shenstone’s account, to drink himself into 
pains of body in order to get rid of those of tin* 
(Diiul. 


It S('( HI'S TKIUMPII \NT. 

V TALE 

•* shame,” said Ebony, “for shame, 
'I’om Ruby, troth, yoube much to blame, 
“ To drink at this confounded rate, 

“ To guzzdc thus, early and late.” 

Poor 'fom, who just had took his wdjLt, 
And at the door his uncle met, 

Surpris’d and thunder-struck, would fain 
Make his escape, but, oh ! in vain. 

Each blu^h, that glow’d with an ill grace, 
Lighted liie flambeaux iu his face; 
vor. I 


II 
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No loop-hole left, no slight pretence, 

To [)alliutc the foul offence, 

“ I own (said he) I’m very bad— 

“ A sot—incorrigibly mad— 

“ But, sir—I thank 3^011 for your love, 

And by your l||^tures would improve : 

“ Yet, give me leave to say, the street 
“ For conference is not so meet. 

“ Here, in this room—nay, sir, come in— 

“ Expose, chastise me for my sin; 

“ Exert each trope, j'our utmost art, 

“ To touch this senseless, flinty heart. 

“ I’m conscious of my guilt, ’tis true, 

“ J5ut yet I know my frailty too; 

“ A slight rebuke will never do. 

“ Urge home my faults—come in, I pray— 

Let not my soul be cast away.” 

W ise Ebony, who deem’d it good 
T’ encourage all means he could 
These first appearances of grace. 

Follow’d uj) stairs, and took his place. 

The bottle and the crust appear’d. 

And w il)" Tom demurely sneer’d. 

“ I\Iy dut}', sir!’*—“ Thank you, kind Tom.”— 

“ Again, an’t please you.”—“ Thank you; Come.” 
‘‘ Sorrow is dry—I must once more—’* 

“ Nay, Tom, 1 told you at the door 
“ I would not drink—what! before dinner?^ 

“ Not one glass more, as Fm a sinner— 

“ Come, to the point in hand; is*t fit 
A man of your good sense and wit 



VVIF.IIVM S(\A1EKV1I.I K.. Of) 

“ riioso part'^ w’nicli heaven bt'stfjuM 
tlroN\ II, 

‘‘ A butt to all the sots in town T 
“ h\, tell me, 'J'oiii—what fort enn stand 
“ ('I'houj^h reunlar, and bravely inann’d) 

“ Ifniaht and da> the tieree^lbe plie*. 

“ W ith lU'ver'Ct'a''inf^ batlerie-^ ; 

“ W ill there not l)e a biiaich at last ?”— 

“ I'ncle, ^tis ti lU' — foi‘;ive wb;it‘’s j>ast.'' 

“ Ijiit if nor interest, nor fanii', 

“ Nor Iiealth, can your dull soul reclaim, 

“ Hast not a conscienee, man ? no tliouglit 

“ Of an hercaflerf* dear are boimht 

( ^ 

“ 'f’he^e sen‘'U il pleasures.”—I relent, 

“ Kind '^ir—l>ut aive ^'OU^ zeal a voiit—” 
d’licn, poutme, Inmi; his head; vet stdl 
d ook eare his uncle’s J^las< to lill, 

AVlneh as his hiinied spirits sunk, 

I nwittinydy, moud man ! lie drunk. 

Each pint, alas ! drew on the next, 

Old El)ony stuck to his text, 

Grown warm, like any an^el spoke, 

"Fill intervmiiin; Siickups broke 
The well-strung argument. Poor Tom 
Was now" too lorward to reel home 
That preaching still, this still repenting. 

Both equally to drink consenting. 

Till bolli brimful could sw ill no more, 

And fell dead drunk upon tlie floor. 

Bacchus, tlic jolly god, w ho sate 
Wide-straddling o’er his tun in state, 

n 



1(>0 WILLfAM SOMERVILLK. 

Close by the window side, from whence 
lie lieard this weiglit}'^ conference ; 

Joy kindling in liis ruddy cheeks, 

Thus the indulgent godhead speaks: 

“ Frail mortals, know, reason in vain 
“ Itebels, and would disturb my reign. 

“ Sec there the sophistcr o’erthrown. 

With stronger arguments knock’d down 
“ Than e’er in wrangling schools were known! 
'*■ The wine that sparkles in this glass 
“ Smooths every brow, gilds every face ; 

“ As vapours when the sun appears, 

“ Far lienee anxieties and fears: 

“ Grave ermine smiles, lawn sleeves grow gay, 
** Each haughty monarch owns my sway, 

“ And cardinals and popes obey: 

Ev’n Cato drank his glass, 'twas I 
“ Taught the brave patriot how to die 
F'or injur’d Rome and liberty; 

’Twas I who with immortal lays 
“ Inspir’d the bard that sung his prais<'. 

" Let dull unsociable fools 

Loll in their cells, and live by rules; 

“ My votaries, in gay delight 
“ And mirth, shall revel all the night; 

“ Act well their parts on life's dull stage. 

“ And make each moment worth an age.'* 



K I C IIA R D >\ E S T. 

HORN 1716 .— mED 1/42. 


RicfiARD West, the lamented friend of Gra^’■, wlio 
died in his twenty-sixth year. 


AD AMlCOSi. 

Yf‘:s, happy youtlis, on C^amus’ sedgy side, 

You feel each joy that friendship can di\'idc ; 

Each realm of science and of art explore, 

And with the ancient blend the modern lore. 
Studious alone to learn nhate’er may tend 
'I’o raise the genius, or the heart to mend; 

Now pleas’d along the cloister’d walk you rove. 
And trace the verdant mazes of the grove. 

Where social oft, and oft alone, ye chuse 
To catch the zephyr, and to court the muse, 

Mean time at me (while all devoid of art 
These lines give back the image of my heart) 

At me the pow’r that comes or soon or late, 

Or aims, or seems to aim, the dart of fate; 

From you remote, methinks, alone I stand. 

Like some sad exile in a desert land; 

Around no friends their lenient care to join 
In mutual warmth, and mix their hearts with mine. 

’ An imitatiun of Elegy V. 3d book of Tibullus.—This poeni wjisi 
tiUen by tliis interesting youth at thr age of twenty. 
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Or real pains, or those which fancy raise. 

For ever blot the sunsliine of my days; 

To sickness still, and still to grief a prc}'^, 

Ilealtli turns Ironi me her rosy face away. 

.Just hcav’n ! what sin, eie life begins to bioom, 
Devotes my head untimely to tlie tomh ? 

Did e^er this liand against a biothers lil’e 
Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd’rous knife ? 
Did e’er this tongue the slanderei’s tale proclaim. 
Or madly violate my Maker’s name? 

Did e’er tliis heart betray a friend or foe. 

Or Ivnow a thought but all the v\ orld might know ? 
As yet just started from the lists of time. 

My growing years have scarcely told llieir prime ; 
Useless, ns yet, through life I’ve idly run. 

No pleasures tasted, and few duties done. 

Ah, who, ere autumn’s mellowing suns appear. 
Would pluck the promise oflhe vernal year , 

Or, ere the grajies their purple hue belrav. 

Tear the crude cluster from the mourning spray? 
Stern Powder of Fate, whose ebon scej)tre rules 
The Stygian deserts and Cimmerian pools. 
Forbear, nor rashly smite my youthful heart, 

A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 

Ah, stay till age shall blast my w ithering face, 
Shake iii my head, and falter in my pace; 

Then aim the shaft, then meditate tlie bIow% 

And to the dead my willijig shade shall go. 

How weak is man to Reason’s judging eye * 
Born in this moment, in the next we die; 



UlClIAflD WEST. 
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Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 

'roo proud to creep, too humble to aspire. 

In vain our plans of happiness we raise, 

Pain is our lot, and patience is our praise; 

W’ealtli, lineage, honours, conquest, or a tlirone. 
Arc what the wise would I’ear to call their own. 
Health is at best a vain precarious thing, 

And fair-fac’d youth is ever on the wing; 

’ ris like the stream, beside whose wat’ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow’ry head. 
Nurs’d by the wave the spreading branches rise. 
Shade all the ground, and tlourish to the skies; 
j'hc waves the while beneath in secret flow, 

And undermine the hollow bank below; 

AV^'ide and more wide the waters urge their way, 
Rare all the roots, and on their fil)res prey. 

Too late the plant bewails his foolish pride, 

And sinks, untimely, in the whelming tide. 

But why repine ? Does life deserve my sigh ? 
Few will lament my loss whene’er I die. 

For those the wretches I despise or hate, 

1 neither envy nor regard their fate. 

For me, whene’er all-conquering Death shall spread 
His wings around my unrepining head, 

I care not; though this face be seen no more. 

The world will pass as cheerful as before; 

Bright as before the day-star will appear, 

The fields as verdant, and the skies as clear; 

Nor storms nor comets will my doom declare. 

Nor signs on earth, nor portents in the air; 
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Unknown and silent will depart my breath, 

Nor Nature e’er take notice of my death. 

Yet some there are (ere spent my vital days) 
Within whose breasts my tomb 1 wish to raise. 
Lov’d in my life, lamented in my end, 

Their praise would crown me as their precepts mend 
To them may these fond lines my name endear. 
Not from the Poet but the Friend sincere. 


JAMES EYRE WEEKES. 

FROM rOEMS PRINTED AT CORK, 1743. 


rilK FIVE TRAITORS. 

A SONG. 

'J'jir.KE’s not a sense but still betrays, 

Like bosom-snakes, their master; 

Where’er my various fancy strays. 

It still brings some disaster ; 

For all my different senses move 
'I'o the same centre—fatal love ! 

INIy rebel eyes betray my heart. 

And ruin me by gazing, 

Like burning glasses flames impart. 

And set me all a blazing : 

J'bese treach’rous twins, which should prolett. 
Like fatal stars my peace have wreck’d. 

jVIy simple ears my soul betraj^. 

By list’ning to the syren 
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They ho should guard th’ imjiortjiiil uay, 
With sounds my Iieart environ ; 

lirih’d they admit such potent foes 

As rob me of my sweet rc]) 0 Se. 

r^Iy smell, loo, plays a traitor’s part. 

Her fragrant breath admitting ; 

Her perfum'd siglis sharp stings impart. 

My simple st)ul outwitting: 

I’oor 1 am led thus by the nose, 

And find the nettle in the rose. 

IM} taste the dangerous nectar sips,— 

Such Jicetar (lods ne’er tasted; 

And sucks ambrosia from her lips; 

With ruin thus I’m feasted ; 

My palate, which should be cook, 

Destroys me with the poison’d hook. 

My touch—oh, there contagion lies ! 
Whene’er I touch I tremble; 

'J'hrough all my frame th’ c-ichantmcnt flies. 
An aspin I resemble ; 

My lips, deluding me with bliss^ 

Betray their master with a kiss. 

Whate’er I see, or hear, or smell, 

Or taste, or touch, delighted, 
all together, like a spell, 

Am I to love invited: 

All other things their ruin shim, 

But I am by myself undone. 
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illf HARD SAVA(;i:, 

So^ of the iih^.natural Anno Countess* of Macclc'*:- 
fiold, b} Eai] Kivors, was bom in and died 

in u jail at In'istol, 1/-13, 


THE BASTAKH. 

In gayer lioin>, when Ingh my fancy ran, 

The IMuse, exulting, thus lier lay began. 

“ Blest be tlic BastaiuBs birth! througli vvondi( ii 
ways. 

He shines eccentric like a comet’s blaze ! 

No sickly fruit of faint compliance he ! 

He ! stainpt in nature’s mint of ecstacy! 

He lives to build, not boast, a generous race; 

No tenth transmitter of a looli^h face: 

H is daring hope no sire’s example bouridh ; 

H is lirst-born lights no prejudice confounds. 

He, kindling from within, reijuires no flame; 

He glories in a Bastard’s glowing name. 

“ Born to himself, by no possession led. 

In freedom foster’d, and fortune fed; 

Nor guides, nor rules, his sovereign choice control. 
His body indcpcndeitt as his soul; 

Loos’d to the world’s wide range—enjoy’d no aim, 
Prescrib’d no duty, and assign’d no name; 

Nature’s unbounded son, he stands alone, 

His heart unbiass’d, and his mind his own. 

“ O mother, yet no mother! ’tis to you 
My thanks for such distinguish’d claims are due ; 



IIICIIAIU) sAV.Xr.lv. 10/ 

You, unensla\Yl to Natiiri'’s narrow la\A'^, 

W arm <-li,iiiipiouc'ss for IVcaaloiii’s sai’ia'd laiusc, 
Trom all tljo dvy dovoirs of blood and lino, 

From tios iiialornal, moral and diviru', 

Divoh.irj^'d my i^raspin^ i^oul ; piasliM mo iVoni shore. 
And lauiicli’d mo iioo lifi* v\it!u)iU .m oar. 

“ W hat liad I lost, il', oonju<;ally hind, 

Ijv nature' liatinj^, Yot by vows com'inM, 

Untain^lit tho matrimonial boiind'^ to slight. 

And Coldly oonsclouh of a bnsbandhs right. 

Von luul [‘aint-diawn mo with a form alone, 

A lawful lump ol’lifc by force your own! 

Then, while your backward will rotiLMich’d desire, 
And unconeuiiing spirits lent no fire, 

I Iiad been born 3^)111’ dull, ilome^tie heir, 

Lo.id oi \our iile, and motive ol your earcj 
ih'ihaps been poorh, lieli, and niea>dy great, 

I'he sla\t' of pomp, a cypher In tlie state; 

Lordly neglLctful of a worth unknown, 

And slumbering in a seat li\' chance my own. 

“ Far nobler blessintxs wait the bastard’s lot: 
Conceiv’d in rapture, and wutli fire begot! 

Strong as necessltj’, be starts awav, 

Climbs against wrongs, and Ijrigbtens into day.’ 

Thus unprophetic, lately misinspir’d, 

I sung : gay fluttering hope my fancy fir’d: 

Inly secure, through conscious scorn of ill, 

Nor taught by wisdom bow to balance will, 

Kasbly deceiv’d, I saw no pits to shun, 

But thought to purpose and to act were one; 
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Heedless what pointed cares pervert his way. 
Whom caution arms not, and wliom woes betray; 
But now expos’d, and shrinking from distress, 

I fly to shelter while the tempests press ; 

My Muse to grief resigns the varying tone. 

The raptures languish, and the numbers groan. 

O Memory ! thou soul of joy and pain ! 

Thou actor of our passions o’er again ! 

Why didst thou aggravate the wretch’s woe ? 

Why add continuous smart to every blow ? 

Few are my joys; alas ! how soon forgot! 

On that kind quarter thou invad’st me net; 

While sharp and numberless iiiy sorrows fall, 

Yet thou repeat’st and multipiy’st them all. 

Is chance a guilt? that my disasterous heait, 

For mischief never meant, must ever smart ? 

Can self-defence be sin ?—Ah, plead no more ! 
What though no purpos’d malice stain’d thee o’er ? 
Had Heaven befriended thy unhappy side, 

Thou hadst not been provok’d—or thou hadstdied. 

Far be the guilt of homeshed blood iVom all 
On whom, unsought, embroiling dangers fall! 

Still the pale dead revives, and lives to me. 

To me ! through Pity’s eye condemn’d to see. 
Remembrance veils his rage, but swells his fate; 
Griev’d I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young, and uiithoughtful then; who knows, one day, 
What ripening virtues might have made their way ? 
He might have liv’d till folly died in shame. 

Till kindling wisdom felt a thirst for fame. 
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He might perhaps his country’s iiiend have provM -. 
Botii happy, generous, candid, and belov’d, 

1 le might have sav’d some worth, now doom’d to fall, 
And I, perchance, in him, have iniirderM all. 

O fate of late repentance! always vain: 

Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 

Where shall my hope find rest?—No mother’s care 
i'hielded my infant innocence with prayer: 

No father’s guardian hand ni}^ youtli maintain’d, 
Call’d forth my virtues, or from vice restrain’d. 

Is it not thine to snatch some powerful arm, 
lu'rst to advance, then screen from future harm ? 
Am 1 return’d from death to live in pain? 

(Jr would imperial Pity save in vain ? 

Di^truht it not—What blame can mercy find, 

Which gives at once a lilt*, and rears a mind? 

Mother, miscall’d, farewell—of soul severe, 

Tliis sad reflecliou yet may force one tear: 

All 1 v\as wretched by to you I ow’d, 

Alone from strangers every comfort flow’d ! 

Lo'^t to the life you gave, your son no riioie, 

And now adopted, who was doom’d before; 
New-born, I may a nobler motlicr claim. 

But dare not whisper her immortal name; 
.Supremely lovely, and serenely great! 

Majestic mother of a kneeling state! 

(iuecn of a people’s heart, who ne’er before 
Agreed—yet now with one consent adore! 

One contest yet riunains in this desire, 

^A'ho mn>: shall give applause, where all admire. 



ALEXANDER POPE 
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HE faults of Pope’s private character have been 
industriously exposed by his latest editor and bio¬ 
grapher, a gentleman wliosc talents and virtuous 
indignation were wortliy of a better employment. In 
the moral portrait ol' l*opc wliieh he has drawn, all 
the agreeable traits of tender and laithful attach¬ 
ment in his nature have been thro\\n into the slntde, 
while his delormities are brought out in the strongest, 
and sometimes exaggerated colours. 

'rhe story of his publishing a character of the 
Ducliess of Alarlborougli, after having received a 
bribe to suppress it, rests on the sole authority of 
Horace Walpole ; but Dr. .T. W'arton, in relating it, 
adds a circumstance which contradicts the state¬ 



ment itself. Tlie duchess^s imputed cliaiactor ap¬ 
peared in l/dO', two years alter Pope’s (Uxith; I’ope 
therefore could not have liimsclf pulilislicd it; and 
it is exceedingly improbable tliat the bribe ever 
existed. I’opc was a steady and fond friend. W'c 
shall be told, perliajis, of his tieachery to Poling- 
broke, in pnblisliing the Patriot King. An explana¬ 
tion of this business was given by the late Karl of 
Marcbmont to a gentleman still living, the Honour¬ 
able George Kose, which is worth attending to. 
Tlie Earl of Marchmout's account of it, first pub¬ 
lished by Mr. A. Chalmers, in the Piograpliical 
Dictionary, is the following. 
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“ Tlu.' css.iy on the Patriot King was iindertakon 
at the pressing instance of Lord Cornbury, very 
warmly supported by the earnest entreaties of Lord 
Mai ehniout, witli \Nhicli Lord Bolingbroke at length 
complied. When it was written it was sliewn to the 
two lords and one other confidential friend, who 
were so mucli pleased with it that they did not cease 
tlieir importunities to have it published, till his lord- 
ship, after much hesitation, consented to print it, 
^\ ith a positive determination, however, against a 
publication at that time ; assigning as his reason, 
that the work was not finished in such a way as he 
wished it to be before it went into the world. Con¬ 
formably to that determination some co])ies of the 
essay were printed, which were distributed to Lord 
Cornbury, Lord INIarchmont, Sir W. \V yndham, Mr. 
Lyttleton, Mr. Pojie, ami Lord Chesterfield. Mr, 
Bopc put his copy into the hands of Mr. vMlen, of 
Prior Park, near Bath, stating to him the injunction 
of Lord Bolingbroke; but that gentleman was so 
cajJtivutcd with it as to press Mr. Pope to allow him 
to print a small impression at his own expense, 
using such caution as should effectually prevent a 
single copy getting into the possession of any one 
till the consent of the author should be obtained. 
Under a solemn engagement to that effect, INIr. 
Pope very reluctantly consented: the edition was 
then printed, packed up, and deposited in a sepa¬ 
rate warehouse, of whieft Mr. Pope had the key. 
On the circumstance being made known to Lord 
Bolingbroke, who was then a guest in his own house 
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at Battersea with Lord Marclimont, to wliom he had 
lent it for two or three years, his lordship was in 
great indignation, to appease which Lord March- 
mont sent Mr. Grevenkop, (a German gentleman 
who had travelled wdth him, and was afterwards in 
the household of Lord Chesterliel'd, when lord lieu¬ 
tenant of Ireland) to bring out the whole edition, of 
vdiich a bonfire was instantly made on tlie terract' 
of Battersea.” 


l ^IK DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOVf . 

Vital spark of heavenly flame, 

Quit, oh quit this mortal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, 

Oh the pain, the bliss of dying! 

Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife, 
And let me languish into life ! 

Hark! they whisper: Angels sa^', 
Sister Spirit, come away ! 

Wiiat is this absorbs me quite ? 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight. 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath 
Tell me, my soul, can this be death ? 

The world recedes; it disappears ! 
Heaven opens on my eyes ! my ears 
W ith sounds seraphic ring : 

Lend, lend your wings! I mount! J fiy' 
O G rave I where is th}'' victory ? 

O Death ! wdierc is thy sting ? 
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THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 

(WNTO I. 

What dire oflbncc from amorous causes spriuf,^, 
What mi|»hty contests rise from trivial things, 

I sing—this vi’rsc to Caryl, IMusc ’ is due: 

'rins cv’n Belinda may vouchsafe to view: 

Slight is the subject, hut not so the praise. 

If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 

Say wliat sirange motive, goddess! could compel 
A well-bred lord t* assault a gentle belle? 

() say what stranger cause, yet unexplor’d. 

Could make a gentle belle reject a lord ^ 

In tasks so bold can little men engage? 

And in sol’t bosoms dwells such mighty rage? 

Sol through white curtains shot a timorous ray. 
And op’d those eyes that must eclipse the day : 

\ow lajidogs give themselves the rouzing shake. 
And sleepless lovers, just at twt.lve, awake : 

Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knock’d the ground. 
And the press’d watch return’d a silver sound. 
Jiclinda still her downy pillow prest, 

Her guardian sylph prolong’d the balmy rest: 
’Twas he had summon’d to her silent bed 
The morning dream that hover’d o’er her head. 

A youth more glittering than a birth-night beau 
(That ev’n in slumber caus’d her cheek to glow) 
Seem'd to her ear bis winning lips to lay, 

And thus m wliispers said, or seem'd to say: 

\ oL. rv. 
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Fairest of mortals, thou distinguish’d care 
Of thousand bright inhabitants of air ! 

If e’er one vision touch thy infant thought, 

Of all the nurse and all the priest have taught: 

Of airy elves by moonlight shadows seen. 

The silver token, and the circled green, 

Or virgins visited by angel powers. 

With golden crowns and wreaths of heavenly flowers 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know. 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below; 
Some secret truths, from learned pride conceal’d, 
To maids alone and children are reveal’d: 

What though no credit doubting wits may give. 
The fair and innocent shall still believe. 

Know then, unnumber’d spirits round thee fly, 

The light militia of the lower sky : 

These, though unseen, are ever on the wing, 

Hang o’er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage thou hast in air. 

And view with scorn two pages and a chair. 

As now your own, our beings were of ohi, 

And once inclos’d in woman’s beauteous mould ; 
Thence, by a soft transition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to these of air. 

Think not when woman’s transient breath is fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead, 
tsucceeding vanities she still regards, 

And though she plays no more, o’erlooks the cards 
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 

And love of ombre, after death survive. 
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For wlien the fair in all their pride expire. 

To tlieir first elements their souls retire: 

The sprites of fiery termagants in flame 
Mount up, and take a salainander^s name ; 

Soft yielding minds to water glide away. 

And sip, with ii\mphs, their elemental tea. 

The gra\('r ])rude ^inks downward to a gnome, 

In searc h of mischief still on earth to roam. 

The light coquettes in sylphs aloft repair. 

And sport and flutter in the fields of air. 

Know farther yet; whoever fair and chaste 
IIejects mankind, is by some sylph embracM: 

For spirits, freed from mortal laws, Avith ease 
Assume what sexes and what shape they please. 
Wh at guards the |)urity of melting maids, 

In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 

Safe from the treacherous friends, the daring spark, 
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark, 

AVhen kind occasion prompts their warm desires, 
When music softens, and when dancing fires ? 

’Tis but their sylph, the wise celestials know. 
Though honour is the wmrd with men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too conscious of tlieir flice, 
For life predestin’d to the gnome’s embrace. 

These swell their prospects, and exalt their pride. 
When ofters arc disdain’d, and love denied: 

Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 

While peers, and dukes, and all their sweeping train, 
And garters, stars, and coronets appear. 

And in t oft sounds, ‘ vour Grace* sahitc's tlicir cai. 
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*Tis these that early taint the female soul, 

Instruct the eyes of 3'oun" coquettes to roll. 

Teach infant cheeks a bidden blush to know, 

And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 

Oft, wlicn the world imagine women stray, 

The sylphs through mystic mazes guide their wav. 
Through all the giddy circle they pursue. 

And old impertinence expel by new. 

What tender maid but must a victim fall 
To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball ? 

When Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand. 
If gentle Damon did not sejuceze her hand? 

With varying vanities, from every part, 

'They shift the moving toy-shop of their heart; 
Where wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword-knot 
strive, 

Heaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 
'I'llis erring mortals levity may call; 

Oh, blind to truth ! the sylphs contrive' it all. 

Of these am I, who thy protection i l iim, 

A watchful sprite, and Ariel is ni}^ name, 
l.atc, as 1 rang’d the crystal wilds of air, 

In tlie clear iiiirior of thy ruling star 
I ^aw, alas! some dread event impend, 

Fre to the main this morning sun descend; 

Hut heaven reveals not what, or how, or where: 
WarnM by the s^dph, oh pious maid, beware! 

This to disclose is all thy guardian can; 

Heware of all, but most beware of man ! 
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lie said ; when Shock, who thouglit she slept 
long, 

I.eap’d up, and wak’d his mistress with his toogue. 
’Twas then, Belinda, it’report say true. 

Thy eyes first open’d on a hillct-doux ; 

Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no sooner read. 
But all flic \ision vanish’d from thy head. 

And now, unveil’d, the toilet stands displa\’d, 
Kach silver vase in mystic order laid. 

I'irst, roh’d in wdiite, the nymph intent adores, 
W'ith Iicad uncover’d, tlic cosmetic powers. 

A heavenly image in the glass appears. 

To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ; 
rii’ inferior priestess, at her altar side, 

Vembling, begins the sacred rites of pride. 
Jnnumher’d treasures ope at once, tmd liere 
’he various olferi ngs of the world appear ; 

"'roin each she nieely culU with curious toil. 

And decks the goddess with the glittering spoil. 
This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks, 

Viid all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
riie tortoise here and elephant unite, 
fransloim’d to combs, the speckled and the wliit<’. 
Here files of'pins extend their shining rows. 

Puff’s, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 

The f.iir each moment rises in her charuis, 

Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face: 
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Sees by degrees a purer blush arise, 

And keener lightnings quicken in lier cyc^. 

The busy sylphs surround their darling caii'; 
These set the head, and those divide tlie hair; 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown 
And Betty’s prais’d for labours not her own. 

CANTO II. 

Not with more glories in th’ ethereal plain. 

The sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch’d on the bosom of the silver’d Thames. 
Tair nymphs and wx*ll-dress’d youths around he 
shone. 

But every eye was fixed on her alone. 

On her wdiite breast a sparkling cross she wore. 
Which Jews might kiss, and Infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind di^tdo^c. 

Quick as her eyes, and as. unfix’d as those: 
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends; 

Oft she rejects, but never once ofl’ends. 

Bright as the sun, lier eyes the ga/cr.s strike. 

And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful case, and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide ; 
if to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget them all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 
Nourish’d two locks, which graceful hung bchunl 
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In equal curls, and well conspir’d to deck 
With shining ringlets the smooth ivory neck. 

Love in these labyrinths liis slaves detains. 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 

^V’ith hairy springes we the birds betray; 

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey ; 

Fair tresses man's imperial race insnarc, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

Til’ adventurous baron the bright locks admir’d; 
He sa>v, he wish’d, and to the prize aspir’d. 
Ilesolv’d to win, he meditates the way, 

J]y force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 

For when success a lover’s toil attends, 

Few ask, if fraud or force attain’d his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus rose, lie had implor’d 
Propitious heav’n, and every power ador’d; 

Put chiefly Love—to Love an altar built. 

Of twelve vast French romances neatly gilt. 

There lay three garters, half a ]>air of gloves, 

And all the trophies of his former loves. 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre. 

And breathes three amorous sighs to raise the fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize: 

The powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer; 
The rest, the winds dispers’d in empty air. 

Put now secure the painted vessel glides. 

The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides: 
While melting music steals upon the sky. 

And soften’d sounds along the waters die; 



120 


M.liX VNDEn POIM,. 


JSnioolli How the wavoa, the zcpiiyib fleetly phi}', 
Jiehiida smil’d, and all the world was ;^ay ; 

All but the sylph—with eareful thouj»hts opprc^t, 
Tir impending woe sat heavy on his breast. 

He summons fttraight bis denizens ol'air; 

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair; 

Soft o’er the shroud aerial whispers breathe, 

That seem’d but zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the sun their insect wings unfold, 

Waft on the breeze, or sink in elouds of gold ■, 
I'ransparent forms, too fine lor mortal sight. 

Their fluid bodies half dissolv’d in light. 

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew. 

Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew, 

Dipp’d ill the richest tinctures of the skies, 

Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes. 

While every beam new transient colours flings. 
Colours that change whene’er they wave their wings. 
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast, 

Superior by the head was Ariel plac’d ■ 

H is purple pinions opening to the sun, 
lie rais’d his azure w^and, and tlius begun: 

Yc sylphs and sylphids, to your chief give car; 
Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and dmmons, hear! 

Ye know' the spheres, and various tasks assign’d 
Fy laws eternal to th’ aerial kind. 

Some in the fields of purest mther play. 

And bask and wliiten in the blaze of day; 

Some guide the course of wandering orbs on high. 
Or roll the planets through the boundless s 
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Some, less renn’d, beneath tlic moon’s pale light 
i*Lirsue the stars that shoot athwart the niglit. 

Or suck the mists in grosser air below, 

Or dip their pinions in tlie painted bow. 

Or brew tierce tempests on the wintery main, 

Or o’er the glebe distil tlie kindly rain. 

Others on earth o’er human race prcs>ide, 

U'atcli all their ways, and all their actions guidr 
Oftlicsc the chief the care of nations own. 

And guard with arms divine the Hritish throne. 

Our liumbler province is to tend the fair. 

Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care; 

'fo save the powder from too rude a gale. 

Nor let th’ imprison’d essences exhale; 

To draw fresh colours from the vernal flowers; 

To steal from rainbows, ere they drop in sbowcis, 
A brighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs. 

Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs; 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow, 

To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. 

This day, black omens threat tlie brightest fair 
riiat e’er deserv’d a watchful spirit’s care; 

Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight; 

Hut what, or v\hcrc, the fates have wrapp’d in night 
Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law. 

Or some frail China-jar receive a Haw; 

Or stain her honour, or her new brocade; 

I'orgct her prayers, or miss a masquerade; 

Or lose her heart, or necklace at a ball; 

Or wlicthcr hcav’n has deem’d that Shock must fall. 
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Haste then, ye spirits! to your charge repair: 

The fluttering fan be Zepliyretta’s care; 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign; 

And, MomentiJIa, let the watch he thine; 

Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favourite Lock; 

Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note. 

We trust th’ important charge, the petticoat: 

Oft liavc we known that seven-foid fence to fail, 
Tlmugh stifl’u ith lioops, and arm’d with ribs of whale. 
Lorm a strong line about the silver bound. 

And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever spirit, careless of his charge, 

Ilis post neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 

Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sin^, 
Be stopp’d in vials, or transfix’d with pins; 

Or plung’d in lakes of bitter washes lie. 

Or wedg’d whole ages in a bodkin’s eye: 

Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain, 

While clogg’d he beats his silken wings in vain ; 

Or alum styptics with contracting power 
Shrink his thin essence like a shrivel’d flower: 

Or, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch sliall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling mill. 

In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow. 

And tremble at the sea that froths below! 

lie spoke ; the spirits from the sails descend : 
Some, 010 in orb, around the nymph extend; 

Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 

Some hang upon the pendents of her ear ; 
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With beating lu'aiLs the diro event tht*y wait, 
Anxious and trembling lor tlm birth of fate. 

(AMO III. 

C’rosE by tliose meads, forever erown’d with flowers, 
W’herc 'I’liames uith piide smvc'ys his rising towers, 
riierc stands a structure ot niaji'stic i'ranie, 

Which I'roiu tlie neighl)ouring Ilani])toii takes its 
name. 

Hero Britain’s statc:incn oft tlio fall foredoom 
Of foreign tyrants, and ol’nymphs at home ; 

Here tliou, great Anna! whom tliree realms obej’’. 
Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea. 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 

To taste awhile the pleasures of a couri; 

In various talk tlf instructive hours they past, 

Who gave tlie ball, or jiaid the visit last; 

One speaks the glory of the British queen, 

And one describes a charming Indian screen ; 

V third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 

At every word a reputation dies. 

Snutf, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, 

Witli singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile, dcelming f rom the noon of day, 

The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray ; 

The hungry judges soon the sentence sign. 

And wTctches hang, tliat jurymen may dine; 

The merchant from th* Exchange returns in peace. 
And the long labours of the toilet cease. 
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Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites, 

Burns to encounter two adventurous knight*. 

At Ombre singly to decide their doom ; 

And swells her breast with conquests yet to come. 
Straight the three bands prepare in anus to join, 
Each band the number of the sacred nine, 

Soon as she spreads her hand, th’ aerial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card: 

First Ariel perch’d upon a ^latadorc. 

Then each according to the rank they bore; 
f or sylplis, yet mindful of their ancient race, 

Are, as vvlien women, wondrous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings in majesty rever’d. 

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard; 

And four fair Queens, whose hands sustain a flower 
Th’ expresoive emblem of their softer pow’cr; 

I our Knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 
And party-coloured troops, a shining tram, 

Drawn forth to combat on the velvet 

The skilful nymph reviews licr force with care: 
l^ct Spades be trumps! she said, and t rumps they w ere 
Now move to war her sal»]e JNIatadorcs, 

In show' like leaders of the swarthy Moors. 
Spadillio first, unconquerable Lord! 

I^ed off two captive trumps, and swept the board. 
As many more Manillio forc’d to yield, 

And niarcii’d a victor from the verdant field. 

Him Basto follow’d, but his fate more hard 
Gain’d but one trump, and one plebeian card. 



M.KKANOKK I'OPK. 


\\ iili his broail sabre next, a cbiot’in )ears, 

'I'liL' hoary IMajesty of Spades appears, 

Ihits fortli one manly leg, to sight reve il'd, 

'I lie rest, his nian\-colour’d robe conceal’d. 

The lebcl Knave, who dares liis prince engage, 
lh o\es the just victim ol his royal rage. 

Ih ’ll niightv I’am, that Kings and Queens o’ertliren , 
AimI mow ’d down armies in the lights of Lii, 

Sad ehance of war ! now' destitute of aid, 
undistinguisird by tlic victor Spade! 

'I’llus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 

Now' to tlie Baron fate inclines the held, 
llis warlike Amazon her host invades, 

'Jdi’ imperial consort of the crown ol* Spades. 

The Clubh’ black tyrant first her victim died, 

Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride : 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 

Ills giant limbs in state unwicldly spread; 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 

And, of all monarclis, only grasps the globe? 

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 

Th’ embroider’d King w ho shows but half his face. 
And Ills refulgent (^iieen w ith powers combin’d. 

Of broken troops an easy compu st find. 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in w'ild disorder seen. 
With throngs promiscuous strow^ the level green. 
Thus when dispers’d a routed army runs, 

Of Asia's troops, and Afric’s sable sons. 

With like confusion different nations Hr. 

Of varicd i habit, and of various dve. 
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The pierc’d battalions* disunited fall, 

In heaps on heaps; one fate o’erwlielms them all. 

I'he Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 

And wins (oh shameful chance!) the QueenofHearts 
At this, the blood the virgin’s far’e forsook, 

A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look; 

She sees, and trembles at lli’ approaching ill. 

Just in the jaws of ruin, and codille. 

And now (as oft in some disteinperM state) 

On one nice trick depends the general fate, 

An Act' of Hearts steps forth: the King unseen 
Lurk’d in her hand, and inournM his captite Queen 
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace. 

And falls like thunder on the prostrate Ace. 

The nympli exulting fills with shouts the sky; 

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 

O thoughtless mortals ! ever bliiul to fate, 

Too soon dejected, and too soon elate. 

Sudden tliese honours shall be snatch’d .'.way, 

And curs’d for ever this victorious dajj. 

For lo! the board with cups and spoons is crown’d 
’Fhe berries crackle, and the mill turns round: 

On sliining altars of Japan they raise 
Tlie silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze ; 

From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 

AV'^hile China’s earth receives the smoking tide: 

At once they gratify their scent and taste. 

And frequent cups prolong the ricli repast. 
Straight hover round the fair her airy band; 

Some, as she sipp’d, the fuming liquor limn’d; 
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Some o’er her hip their careful plumes display’d, 
Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wise. 

And see through all things with his half-shut eyes) 
Sent up in vapours to the Ihiron’s brain 
Ntw stratagems, the ratliant Lock to gain. 

Ah cease, rash youth ! desist ere ’tis too late, 
hear tlte ju^t gods, and think of Seylla’s fate! 
Cliang’d to a bird, and sent to flit in air, 

She dearly pays for Nisus* injured hair! 

Hut when to mischief mortals bend their will, 
Now soon they find fit instruments of ill! 

.fust then Clarissa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg’d weapon from Iier shining case: 

So ladies, in romance, assist their knight. 

Present the spear, and arm him for the fight. 

He takes the gift w ith reverence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers’ ends; 

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread. 

As o’er the fragrant steams she bends lier head. 
Swift to the Lock a thousand sprites repair, 

A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch’d the diamond in her car; 
Thrice ^he look’d back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought 
The close recesses of the virgin’s thought; 

As on the nosegay in her breast reclin’d, 
llQ vratch’d the ideas rising in her mind, 

Sudden he view’d, in spite of all lier art, 

An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 
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Amaz’d, confus’d, he found his power expir’d, 
Resign’d to fate, and with a sigh retir’d. 

The Peer now spreads the glittering forfex wide^ 
T’ inclose tlie Lock; now joins it, to divide. 

Evhi then, hefore the fatal engine clos’d, 

A wretched sylph too fondly interpos’d; 

Fate urg’d the sheers, and cut the sylph in twain, 
(Hut airy substance soon unites again) 

The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 

'J'lien basil’d the living lightning from her eyc", 
And screams of horror rend th* alfrifrhted skies. 

Not louder shrieks to pitying heaven are cast, 
When husbands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their last! 
Or when rich China vessels, fall’n from higli, 

In glittering dust and painted fragments lie ! 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine 
(The victor cried), the glorious prize is mine ’ 

While lish in streams, or birds delight in air. 

Or in a coach and six the British fair, 

As long as Atulantia shall he read. 

Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed, 

While visits shall be paid on solemn days. 

When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give, 

JSo long niy honour, name, and praise, shall live ! 
What time would spare, from steel receives its date. 
And moiumienta, like men, submit to fate! 

Steel could the labour of the gods destroy, 

And strike to dust th’ imperial powers of Tro} , 
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Stool could the works of mo* tal pride confound, 
And how triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wondoM' then, fair nvniph ! thy hairs should feel 
The conquering force of unresisted steel ? 

tAxro IV. 

Bl7t anxious cares the pensive n3’mph oppress’d, 
And secret passions labour’d in her breast. 

Not youthful kioirs in battle seiz’d alive. 

Not scornful virgins who their charms survive, 

Not ardent lovers robb’d of all their bli>s, 

Not ancient ladies when refus’d a kiss, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting dit‘. 

Not Cynthia when iier mantua’s piiin’d awry. 

E’er felt sucli lage, resentment, and despair, 

As thou, sad viigin ’ ibr thy ravish’d hair. 

I'or, that sad iiioukmU, vvlnm the sylphs withdrew, 
And Ariel weeping iVom llelinda flew, 

Embriel, a duskv, melanehol}" sprite. 

As ever sullied the fair face ol‘light, 

Dow'n to the central earth, his proper scene, 
Repair’d to search the gloomy' cave of Spleen. 

Suift on his sooty pinions flits the gnome, 

4nd in a vapour reach’d the dismal dome. 

No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows. 

The dread(?d east is all the wind that blows. 

Here in ii grotto, shelter’d close from air. 

And screen'd in shades from day’s detested glare, 
8 he .sighs for ever on her pensive bed, 

Rain at her side, and Megrim at her head. 

' o r.. IV. 
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Two handmaids wait tlie throne: alike in placi\ 
But differing far in figure and in face. 

Here stood 111-nature like an ancient maid. 

Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d; 
With store of j)rayers, for mornings, nights, and 
noons, 

[Icr hand is fill’d ; her bosom witli lanjpoons. 

There Alfectation, with a sickly mien. 

Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen. 

Practis’d to lisp, and hang the head aside, 

Paints into airs, and languishes with pride; 

On the rich (piilt sinks with becoming w'oc. 

Wrapt in a gown, for sickiu'ss, and for show. 

The fair ones feel such maladies as these. 

When each new night-dress gives a new disease. 

A constant vapour o’er the palace flies: 

Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise; 
Dreadful, a.^ liermits’ dreams in haunted shades, 

Or bright, as visions of expiring maids. 

Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires, 
Palo spectres, gaping tombs, and puipk fires: 

Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes, 

And crystal domes, and angels in machines, 
llnnumher’d throngs on ever}'^ side are seen, 

01 Indies chang’d to various forms by Spleen. 

Here living tea-pots stand, one arm held out, 

One bent; the handle this, and that the spout: 

A pipkin there, like Homer’s tripod, w'alks; 

Here sighs ajar, and there a goose-pie talks ; 

Men prove with child, as powerful fancy works, 

And maids, turn’d bottles, call aloud for corks. 
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SlUb pasf tbc gnome throiigli tliis fantastic band, 
A blanch of healing spleen-wort in his hand, 
riien tlui> address'd the power:—Hail, wayw’ard 
c|uoen ! 

Who rule the to lifty fioin lifteen : 

J^irent of xapoiir^, and of leinale wit, 

Who givc‘ the liAstenc, or poetic fit. 

On vaiious tempers act h\ various wav's, 

Make some take pin sic, others scrlblilc plays; 

Who calls! the ju'ond their visits to delay. 

And send the godly in a pt't to pray. 

A n\inph then' is, that all thv poner disdains. 

And tlioMsands more in eijual mirth maintain<». 

ImiI oh ! it'e't r tin’ gnonu' could sped a grace, 

Or Kiis!' a pimple on .1 !)<'iiiteoas face, 
lake eiiM)i;-M ati'i's matrons’ cheeks inllame, 
f\ eliangi I'om ‘Mons at a lo'-mg game ; 

If e’ei \iith air\^ horm I planted heads. 

Or rumpled pellu'oals, or tumhled beds, 

Oi caus'd suspicion where no soul was rude. 

Or discoinpos’d the hi-ad-dress of a prude. 

Or e’er to costive lap-dog gave disease, 

W huh not the tears of hriirhtest I'yes could ease: 
llcar me, and toueh liclinda with chagrin ; 

I !iat single act gives half the world the splet'ii. 

riic iioddess with a discontented air 
Seems to reject him, though she grants his prayer. 

A w’Oiulerous bag with lioth her hands she binds, 
lake that where once Ulysses held the v/inds; 
riierc she collects the force of female lungs, 

SigJi', s(vb'', and passions, and the war of tongues. 

K 2 
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A vial next she fills with fainting fears. 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 

The gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 

Spreads his black wings, and slowly mounts to da) 
Sunk in Thalestris’ arms the nymph he found. 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 

Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent. 

And all the furies issued at the vent. 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire. 

And fierce ^'Ilalestris fans the rising fire. 

O wretched maid ! she spread her hands, and cried, 
(While Hampton’s echoes, wretched maid ! replied) 
Was it for this you took such constant care 
'J'he boflkiti, comb, and essence, to prepare? 

For this your locks in paper durance bound. 

For this with torturing irons wreath’d around r 
For this with fillets strain’d your tender head. 

And bravely bore tlie double loads of lead ? 

Gods! shall the ravisher display your hair, 

While the fops envy, and the ladies staie? 

Honour forbid! at whose imrival’d shrine 
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign. 

Methinks already I your tears survey. 

Already hear the horrid things they say, 

Already see you a degraded toast. 

And all your honour in a whisper lost! 

How shall 1 then your helpless fame defend ? 

’Twill taen be infamy to seem your friend ! 

And shall this prize, th’ inestimable prize, 

Expos’d through crystal to the gazing eyes. 
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And heighten’d by the diamond’s circling rays, 

On tliat rapacioLKs hand for ever blaze? 

Sooner shall grass in Hyde Park circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow! 
Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall, 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perisli all ! 

She said; tlien raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs: 

(Sir IMumc, of amber snutl-box justly vain, 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 

With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face, 

He first the snulf-hox open’d, then the case, 

And thus broke out—“ !\Iy Lord, why, what the 
devil ? 

■' Z—ds ! damn the Lock ! ’fore (iad, you must be 
civil! 

Plague on’t! 'tis past a jest—nay prithee, pox ! 

“ (irive lier the hair’’—he spoke, and rapp’d his hox. 

It grieves me much (replied the peer again) 

Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain ; 

But bv this Lock, this sacred Lock, 1 swear, 

(Wh ich never more shall join its parted hair; 
Which never more its honour shall renew, 

Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my nostrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear, 
lie spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph spread 
The Icng-contended honours of her head. 

But Umbriel, hateful gnome ! forbears not so; 

Jlc breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow. 
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TliL'n, bee! the nynipli in beauteous grief appear. 
Her eyes h.ilf langLiii'Iiing, half drown’d in tears; 
On her lieav’d bo^om hung her drooping head. 
Which, \vi[h a ."igli, die rais’d ; and thus she said: 

J’or ever curs’d he tliis detested <lay, 

Whicl) snatch’d iny best, my favourite curl away ! 
Hap|)y ! ah, ten times happy had 1 been^ 

If Ilampton-coiirt these eyes had never seen ! 

Yet am not 1 the first mistaken maid 
Hy love of 1 ‘oui'ts to numerous ills betray’d. 

Oh, had I rather iinadmir’d remain’d 
In some lone isle, or dl^tant norlhern land: 

Where the gilt chariot lu'ver marks the way. 

Where none learn online, none e’er taste hohea! 
There kejit my charms conceal’d I’rom mortal eye, 
Like roses, that in oeserts bloom and die. 

Wliat mov’d my mind w ith youthful lords to roam ? 
Oh, had 1 staid, and said my prayers at home ! 
Twais this, the morning omens seem’d to tell, 
'riiricc from my trembling hand the p./eh-hox fell; 
'J'he tottering china shook without a wind. 

Nay, I’oll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind! 

A bylph too warn’d me of the threats of late. 

In mystic lisions, now^ believ’d too late ! 

Sec tlu‘ {)oor remnants of these slighted hairs! 

My hand shall rend what ev'n thy rajiine spares; 
These in tvio sable linglets taught to break. 

Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck; 

The sister lock now sits uncouth, alone. 

And ill its fellow’s fate foresees its own ; 
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I'ncurl’d it lianj^s, tlic fatal sheers demands, 

And temprs, once more, th}' sacrilegious hands. 

OIj, hadst ihou, cruel ! been content to seize 
Hairs less in sight, or any liairs l)ut these ! 

( VM'O V. 

SuR said ; tlie pitvioi; audience melt in tears; 

]5ut late and .love liad stopp’d the Baron’s ears. 

In vain 1 halestris witli reproach assails, 
h’or Avlio can move wlicn lliir Belinda fails ? 

Not hair so liv’d the 'I'rojan could remain. 

While Anna hegg’d and Dido rag’d in vain. 

Then giavc C’larissa graceful wav'd her fan ; 

Silence ensind, and thus the nvnpli began. 

Sa^juliy are beaiitii^s prais'd and honour’d most, 
’Phe wise man’s pas^-imi, and tin* vain man’s toast? 
Why deck’d with all that land and sea aH’ord, 

Why angels callM, and angel-like ador’d ? 

Why round our coaches crowd the white-glov’d 
beaux ^ 

Why bous the side-box from its inmost rows ^ 

How vain are all these gloric's, all our jiains, 

Ihiless good >ense jireserve what beauty gains: 

That men may say, when we tin* front-hox grace. 
Behold the first in yirtue as in face ! 

Oh ! if to dance all night and dress all day, 

Charm’d the small-pox, or chas’d old age away; 
Who would not scorn what housewife’s cares produce, 
Or who would learn one cartlily thing to use ? 

To patch, nay ogle, may become a saint; 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint. 
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But since, alas ! frail beauty must decay; 

Curl’d or uncurl'd, since Locks will turn to grey; 
Since painted, or not painted, all ^halJ fade. 

And she who scorns a man must die a maid ; 

What then remairis, but well our power to use. 

And keep good humour still, whate’er we lose? 

And trust me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, anil flights, and screams, and scolding Jail. 
Beauties in vaiji their pretty eyes may roll; 

Charms strike thi; sight, but merit wins the soul. 

So sj)ok(' the dame, but no applause ensued; 
Belinda frown’d, 'riialeslris call’d her prude. 

To arms, to arms ! the fierce virago cries. 

And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All side in parties, and begin th’ attack; 

Bans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack. 
Heroes and heroines’ shouts confus’dly rise, 

And bass and treble voices strike the skies. 

No common weapon in their hands are found ; 

Like gods they fight, nor dread a nior: il wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage. 
And heavenly breasts with human passions rage; 
'(lainst Pallas, Mars; Latona Hermes arms; 

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms; 

.Jove’s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around. 
Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound ; 
Earth shakes her nodding towers, the ground gives 
way, 

And tlic pale ghosts start at the flash of day! 

"JViumphant Umbriel on a sconce's height 
Clapp’d his glad wings, and sat to view the fight: 
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Propp’d on their bodkin spears, the sprites survey 
The growing combat, or assist the fray. 

While tlirough the press enrag’d Thalestris flies, 
And scatters dealh around from both her eyes, 

A beau and witling peri‘>ird in the throng, 

Ojie died in metaphor, and one in song. 

“ O cruel nymj)h! a living death I bear,’* 

Cried Dappeiwit, and sunk beside Ids chair. 

A mournful glance Sir l'oj)ling upw'ards cast, 

“ Those eyes are made so killing”—was his last. 
Thus on Micandor’s flowerv margin lies 
Th’ expiring swan, and as he sings he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 
Cldoe stepp’d in, and kill’d him with a frown; 

She smil d lo see the dought}'' hero slain, 
lint, at her smile, the beau reviv’d again. 

Now Jove suspi'i'ds his golden sc.lies in air. 
Weighs the men’s wits against the huly’s hair. 

The doubtful beam long nods from side to side; 

At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See, fierce lielinda on the Baron flics. 

With iiKU'e than usual liglitning in her eyes: 

Nor fear’d the chief th’ uiiecpial fight to try. 

Who sought no more than on his foe to die. 

But this hold lord, with manly strength endued. 
She with one finger and a tlumib subdued: 

Just where the breath of life his.nostrils drew, 

A charge of siiufi'the wily virgin threw; 

Tlie gnomes direct, to every atom just, 

Tlie pungent grairhs of titillating dust. 
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Sudden, witli starting tears each eye o’erflo\\>, 
And the higli dome re-echoes to liis nose. 

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cried. 
And drew a deadly [)odkin from her side. 

(Tht* same, his ancient personage to dt'ck, 

Her great-great-giandsire wore about his neck, 

In three seal-rin-s; which after, melted down, 
I'orrifd a vast hiiekh^ for his widow’s ^own : 

Her infant grandame's whistle next it grew, 

Tlic bells she jingled, and the whistle blew; 

Then in a bodkin grac'd her mother’s haiis, 
Which long; she wore, and now Ijelinda wears.) 

Boast not my fall (he cied), insulting l‘oe ! 
Thou hy some other shall he laid as low. 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind; 

All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 

Rather than so. ah ! let me still survive, 

And burn in (’upid’s flames—hut burn alive. 

Restore the Lock, she cries; and all arouml. 
Restore the l.,ock ! the vaulted roofs ii i*oimd. 
Not fierce Otliello in so loud a strain 
Roar’d for the liandkerehief that caus’d his pain. 
]5ut see how oft ambitious aims are cross’d. 

And chiefs contend till all the prize is lost! 

The Lock, obtain’d with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In every place is sought, hut sought in vain: 

With such a prize no mortal must be blest, 

So heaven decrees! with heaven who can contest ? 

Some thouglit it mountei! to tlie lunar sphere. 
Since all things lost on earth are treasur’d there 
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riicre lierocs’ wits arc kept in ponderous vases. 
And beaux in siuitl’-boxcs and tweezer eases: 

There Inoken vows and death-i)eil alms are found, 
And lo\t‘?‘^’ hearts with ends ol rihaiul hound; 

The ( (Kirtier’" promise>, and siek man’s prayers, 
The smilc'' of harlots, and the tears of* heirs, 

Cae:es t‘or e,nats, and ehams to yoke a flea, 

Dneil buttertlies, and tij.nes of casuistry. 

But trust the Muse—:,!ie saw it upward rise, 
'fhoujih mark’d fiy none but (juiek, poetic ej es: 

(So i\()ine’' eriat founder t ) tlie lieavens witlidrew. 
To Proeulus alone confess’d lu view) 

\ sudden star, it shot throui;h lupiid air, 

\nd (.hew hi liind a radiant tiail of iiair. 

Xot Berenice’s locks fust lose so blight, 

'fhe lieaM'u bespaueliu*: w itli dislievilj’d bj^ht. 
file S\lplis behold :t kindling, as it flics, 

And pli'as’d juirsui' its progress throu;^h the skies. 

This tin beau-inonde shall fiom the Mall survey. 
And iiail with music its propitious ray. 

I'his tile bk'st lovjr shall for \ onus take, 

Anil ''Ciid up vov s from Rosamonda’s lake. 

'f'his l*aitiide,e -oou shall viinv in cloudless skies. 
When lu'M h‘‘ looks lhroui;li (ddikco’s e\ es ; 

And hence th’ e^rej^ious wizard shall foretloom 
d'he fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 

Then cease, briglit nymj)h ! to mourn thy ravish’d 
hair. 

Which a.dds new ^lory to the shining sphere ! 

Xot all ti e tresses that fair head can boast 
Shall draw such envy as the Lock y^ou lost. 
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For, after all the murders of your eyt*, 

When, after millions slain, yourself shall die ; 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they must. 
And all those tresses shall l)e laid in dust, 

This Lock the Muse shall coiK>ecrate to fame. 
And ’midst the stars inscribe IJelinda’s name. 


JONATHAN SWllT. 


HoiiN 1667-—Dili i> 1/44. 


HAUCIS AM) IMIN.EIMON. 

ON TItK FVKR-I-MWIilMTKl) LOSS Ol' THK TWO YeW-lRtr^ 1\ 
TUL PARISH Ol- ( IIILTliOKM-,, SOMLRSl'T. 1708. 

linildtcd from lli> Ki^htli litwh of Olid. 

In ancient times, as story tells, 

The saints would often leave their cells, 

And stroll about, but hide their quality, 

To try good people’s hospitality. 

It happen’d on a winter-night, 

As autliors of the legend write, 

Two brother-hermits, saints by trade. 

Taking their tour in masquerade, 

Disguis’d in tatter’d habits, went 
To a small village down in Kent; 

Where, in the strollers’ canting strain, 

They begg’d from door to door in vain. 
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Tried every tone iniglit pity win; 

But not a soul would let them in. 

Our wandering saints, in wot'ul state. 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 

Having throntrh ail the village past, 

To a small cottage came at last. 

Where dwelt a good old honest ye’nian, 
CallM in llie neighbourhood IMiileinon ; 

W ho kindly did tlu*se saints invite 
In his poor hut to pass the night; 

And then the hospitable sire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire; 

While he from out the chimney took 
A Hitch of hacon oil'the hook. 

And frccK from the fattest side 
Cut out large slices to he fried ; 

Tiieii steppM asiile to teteh them drink, 
hill’d a large jng up to the hrndv. 

And saw it fairly twice go round; 

Yet (wliat is wonderful!) they found 
’Twas still replenish’d to the fop, 

As if they ne’er had touch’d a drop. 

The good old couple were amaz’d. 

And often on each other gaz’d; 

For both were frighten’d to the lu'art. 
And jui-t began to cry,—What art ? 

Then soltly turn'd aside to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, soon aware on’t. 
Told tlieiii tlioir calling, and their errand: 
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Good folks, you iicc-d not be afraid, 

We are but ^aints, the nennits said; 

No hurt shall come to you or yours: 

Hut for lliat p ick of elnirlish boors, 

Not fit to live on C’lirislian ground, 

TIic}’ and tiu'ir liouses shall be drown’d; 
Whilst you shall see your cottage rise, 

And erow a church before vour c\es. 

Tluj M'arce had spoke, when fair and soft 
Tlie roof l)egan to mount aloft ; 

Aloft l ost' every I)e;uii and rafter ; 

'I’he heavy wail climb'd slowly, after. 

The chimney widen’d, :jnd grew liigher, 
Hccame a steeple with a spn-e. 

The ^'ttle to the top was Jinist, 

And tliere stood fa^te^’d to a joist. 

But with the u])sld(‘ down, to shovv 
Its inelmaiioM foi hi'low ; 

In vain ; for a superior force. 

Applied at bottom, stops its course: 

DoomM ever in suspense to dwell, 

’Tis now no kettle, hut a bell. 

A w ooden jack, whicli had almost 
IvOst by ilisiisi' the ait to roast, 

A sudden alteration feels, 

Increas’d by new intestine wheels; 

And, what exalts the wmndcr more. 

The number made the motion slowx'r: 

The flier, though ’t had leaden feet. 

Turn’d round so quick, you scarce could see ’t 
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But, slackcn’( Iby some secret power. 
Now lianlly move> an incli an hour. 

The jack and chimiuy, near allied. 

Had never left each otiu'r’s side: 

The chimney to a steeple irrowii. 

The jack would not ln‘ left alone; 

But, up against the steeple rear’d, 
Became a clock, anil still adher’d; 

And still its love to liousehold cares, 
lU' a shrill voici^ at nimn, declares, 
A\hirninir the cookmaid not to burn 
'I'hat roast-meat nlu'eli it cannot turn. 

The rA'oaning-chair he^an to crawl, 
Like a iiuiii' snail, alon^^ the wall; 

4 here stut k alolt m public view. 

And, A\iih small chanpje, a pulpit grew. 

41]e porringers, that in a row 
Hung higli, and ni.ide a glittering show, 
'Fo a less noble substance cliang’d. 
Were now hut leathern buckets rang’d. 

44ie ballads, pasted on the wall, 
or.loan oF France, and Fnglisli Moll, 
Fair Rosamond, and Robin Hood, 

44ie Little ( luldrcn in tlie Wood, 

Now seem’d to look abundance better. 
Improv’d in picture, size, and letter; 
And, Iiigli in order plac’d, describe 
44ic heraldry ol'everj tribe. 

A bedstead of the antique mode. 
Compact of timber many a lotid. 
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Such as our ancestors did use, 

VVas metamorphos'd into pews; 

Which still their ancient nature keep 
By lodging folks dispos’d to sleep. 

The cottage by such feats as these 
Grown to a church by just tlegrees. 

The liermits then desir’d their host 
To ask for what he funcied most. 
Philemon, having paus'd a while. 
Return’d them thanks in homely style : 
Then said, My bouse is grown so fine, 
Methinks I still would cull it mine ; 

I’m old, and fain would live at case ; 
Make me the par^on, if you please. 

He spoke, and presently lie feels 
His grazier’s coat fall down his heels : 

He sees, yet hardly can believe. 

About each arm a puddmg-jrleevc; 

His waistcoat to a cassock grew. 

And both assum’d a sable hue ; 

But, being old, continued just 
As thread-bare, and as full of dust. 

H is talk was now of tithes and dues : 

He smok'd In's pipe, and read the news; 
Knew bow to preach old sermons next. 
Vamp’d in the jweface and the text; 

At christenings well could act his part. 
And had ihe s(‘rvice all by heart ; 

Wish’d women might have children fast, 
And thought whose sow had farrow'd last; 
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A'.’iLunst disbcnters would repine, 

And stood up firm for riglit divine; 

Found his Iiead fill’d with many a system : 

Ikit classic authors,—lie ne’er miss'd ’em. 

Thus having I'uihish’lkip a parson. 

Dame Haucis next they play'd their farci’ on. 
Instead of homespun coifs, were seen 
(jood pinneis edg'd w'ith colherteen ; 

Her petticoat, transform’d apace, 

15ecame black satin flounc’d with lace. 

Plain (loody would no longer down; 

'Twas IMadam, in her grogiam goun, 

Philemon was in great surprise, 

And hardly could believe his eyes. 

Amaz’d to see lier l(u>k so prim; 

And she admii'd as much at him. 

'fhus happy in their change ol'hle 
Were several years this man and nil'e; 

When on a day, wliich prov'd their last. 
Discoursing o’<m- old stories past, 

They went by cbancc, amidst tbeir talk. 

To the cbnrcb-yard to take a walk ; 

When I'aucis hasfil}^ cried out, 

My dear, I see >our forehead sprout! 

Sprout! quoth the man ; w hat’s thirs you tell ns i* 
I hope you don’t believe me jealous I 
But yet, metbinks, J feel it true; 

And really yours is budding too— 

Nay,—now I cannot stir my foot; 
ft feels as if ’(were taking root. 


\ OL. 1 
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Description would but tire niy Muse; 
In short, they both were turn’d to yews. 

Old Goodman Dobson of the green 
Tlememl)ers, he the ticcs has seen; 

Ho 'Ji talk of them f'lAi noon till night, 
And goes with folks to show the siglit; 
On Sundays, after evening-prayer. 

He gatliers all the |)arish there; 

Points out the place of either yew ; 

Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 

'I’ill once a parson of our town, 

To mend his barn, cut Baucis down; 

At which, ’tis hard to be believ’d, 

How much the other tree ^vas griev'd, 
Grew scrubbed, died a-top, was stunted; 
So the next parson stubb’d and burnt it. 


ON I’OETRY. 

A IIIIAPSOOY, 173:J. 

All liuman race would fain be wiis. 
And millions miss for one that hits. 
Young’s universal passion, pride. 
Was never known to spread so wide. 
Sa}^, Britain, could you ever boast 
Three poets in an age at most? 

Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A sprig of bays in fifty years; 
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While every fool his claim alleges. 

As il’it grew in common hedges. 

A^'hat reason can there hr assiern’d 
I'or this pi'rverseness in the mind ? 
Brutes find out wlicTc their talents lie: 
A hear will not attempt to dy; 

A founder’d hor'^e will oft debate 
Before he tries a live-harr’d gate; 

A d<»g by instinct turns aside, 

ho sees the ditch too deep and wide. 
But ijian we tind the only creature, 

\\ ho, led l>y folly, combats Nature ; 
Who, when she loudi} cries, Borbear, 
With obstinacy lives tliere; 

And, where his gi nius least ineliiu's, 
Ahsuially bends Ins whole designs. 

Not empire to the rising sun 
By \alour, conduet, fortune w'on; 

Not highest w iadom in debates 
For framiiiii* laws to iroverii states; 

Not skill in seieiices jiroibund. 

So large t(» L:ra>p fbe circle round ; 
Snell lie.ivenly nifluence require, 

As how to strike the Muse’s lyre. 

Not beggar’s brat on hulk begot; 
Not bastard of a pedlar Scot; 

Not boy brought up to cleaning shoes. 
The spawn of Bridewell or the stews; 
Not inliints dropt, the spurious jiledges 
Of gipsie. littering under hedges; 
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Arc so disqualified by fate 
To rise in church, or law, or state. 

As he whom Phoebus in his ire 
Hath blasted with poetic fire. 

What hope of custom in the fair. 

While not a soul demands your ware ? 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life, or public use ? 

Court, city, country, want you not; 

You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 

For poets, law makes no provision ; 

The wealthy have you in derision: 

Of state affairs 3 m)u cannot .smattcr; 

Are awkward when you tr^’^ to flatter. 

Your portion, taking Britain round, 

Was just one annual hundred pound; 

Now not o much as in remainder. 

Since Cibber brought in an attainder ; 

For ever fix’d by right divine 
(A monarch’s right) on (irub-strcct lir-e. 

Poor starveling bard, bow small thy gain'- 
How unproportion’d to thy pains! 

And here a simile comes pat in : 

Though chickens take a month to fatten. 
The guests in less than half an hour 
Will more than half a score devour. 

So, after toiling twenty days 
To earn a stock of pence and praise. 

Thy 1 abours, grown the critic’s prey. 

Are bwallowM o’er a dish of tea; 
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Gone to be never lieard of more, 

(ionc where the chickens went before. 

How shall a new atteinpter learn 
Of dift'erent spirits to discern, 

And how distinguish which is which. 

The poet’s vein, or scribbling itch ? 

Then hear an old experienc’d sinner, 
Instructing thus a young beginner. 
Consult yourself; and if you lind 
A powerful impulse urge }'Our miml, 
Impartial judge within your breast 
What subject you can manage best ; 
Whether your genius most inclines 
To satire, jiraise, or humorons lines, 
fo elegies in mournful tone. 

Or prologues sent from liand unknown. 
Then, rising with Aurora’s light, 

I'he Muse invok’d, sit down to write; 

Hlot out, correct, insert, refine, 

Enlarge, diminish, interline; 

13e mindful, when invention fails. 

To scratch your head, and bite your nails. 

Your poem finish’d, next your care 
Is needful to transcribe it fair. 

In modern wit all printed trash is 

Set off with numerous breaks anrl dashes. 

To statesmen would jam give a wipe, 
You print it in Italic type. 

When letters are in vulgar shapes, 

’Tif. ten r,o one the wit escapes: 
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But, wlien in capirals cxprcst, 

The dullest reader smokes the je??!: 

Or else ])erhnps he may invent 
A better tiian the poet meant; 

As learned commentators view 
In Homer, more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modish dress. 
Correctly lilted lor the press. 

Convey by penny-post to Idntot, 

But let no l‘ri(‘nd alive look into *t. 
ll’Lintot thinks ’l^^ iil cpiit the cost. 

You need not tear your labour lost: 

And how agreeably surpii^’d 
Arc you to see it advertis'd ! 

The hawker sliows you one in print. 

As fresh as farthings from the mint: 

The produi't of your toil anil sweatinj^ ; 

A bastaid of your own beu^etting. 

Be sure at Will’s the followinj^ day, 

Ijic snu‘ 4 , and Iiear what ciitics say; 

And, if you finil the general vogue 
Pronounces you a stupid rogue. 

Damns ail your thoughts as low and little, 
Sit still, and swallow down your spittle. 
Be silent as a politician. 

For talking may beget suspicion : 

Or praise the judgment of the town, 

And help yourself to run it down. 

Give up your fond paternal pride, 

Kor argue on the weaker side: 
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For poems read without a name 
We justly praise, or justly blame; 

And critics luive no partial views. 

Except they know whom they abuse: 

And, since you ne’er provoke their spite, 
Depend upon’t their judgment’s right. 

Eut if you blab, you are undone: 

(’onsider what a risk you run: 

You lose your credit all at once; 

The tow'll will mark 3 'ou for a dunce; 

The vilest doggrel, Grub-street sends. 

Will pass for yours with foes and friends; 
And you must bear the whole disgrace, 

Till some iVesh blockhead takes your place. 

A’our secret kept, your poem sunk, 

And sent in tjuircs to line a trunk. 

If still 3^011 be dispos’d to rhyme. 

Go try your liaiid a second time. 

Again you fad : yet Safe’s the word ; 

Take courage, and attempt a third. 

But first with care employ your thoughts 
Where critics mark’d 3 mur former faults; 
The trivial turns, tlie borrow’d wut, 

1 'lic similes that nothing fit; 

The cant w hich every fool repeats. 

Town jests and coffee-house conceits ; 
Descriptions tedious, flat, and dry, 

And introduc’d the Lord knows why: 

Or where w c find your fury set 
Against ll-c harmless alphabet; 
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And A s and B’s your malice vent. 

While readers wonder whom you meant; 
A jmblic or a private robber, 

A statesman, or a South-sea jobber; 

A prelate who no God believes ; 

A parliament, or den of thieves ; 

A pick-purse at the bar or bench ; 

A <lijchcss, or a sLibmb wench : 

Or oft, when epithets you link 
In f;a])ing lines to hll a cliink ; 

Take sh‘|.'pinfr-stones to save a sliiilt . 

In streets uliere kennels are too wide : 

Or like a JiecJ-pierc, to support 
A cripple witli one foot too short ; 

Or like a bridge, that joins a marn^li 
I'o moorland of a dilferent pari>h. 

So have I seen ill-conpled bounds 
Drag dlfl'erent ways in miry grounds. 

So geograpficrs in Afiic maps 
With savage pictures fill their gaps. 

And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elcpliants for want of towns. 

But, though 3 ''ou miss your third essay. 
You need not throw 3 ^our pen avva\\ 

Lay now aside all thoughts of fame. 

To spring more profitable game. 

From party-merit seek support; 

'^riie vilest verse thrives best at court. 

A pamphlet in Sir Bob’s defence 
Will never fail to bring in pence : 
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Nor he concern’d about the sale, 

He pays Ins workmen on the nail, 

A prince, the moment he is crown’ll. 
Inherits every virtue round. 

As emblems of the sovereign power. 
Take other baubles in the Tower; 

Is generous, valiant, just, and wise. 

And so continues till he dies : 

H is humble senate this professes, 

In all their speeclies, votes, addresses, 
Ibit once you fix him in a tomb, 

TI is virtues fade, lii^iccs bloom; 

And each perfection, wrong imputed, 

Is fully at his deatli confuted. 

The loads of poems in his praise, 
Ascending, make one funeral blaze: 

As soon as you can hear his knell. 

This iiod on eartii turns devil in hell : 

CT' 

And lo ! his ministers of state, 
Transform’d lo imps, his levee wait; 
Whore, in tlie scenes of endless woe, 
They ply their former arts below; 

And, as they sail in Charon’s boat, 
Contrive to bribe the judge’s vote; 

To Cerberus they give a sop, 
llis tripie-barking mouth to stop; 

Or in the ivory gate of dreams 
Project excise and South-sea schemes; 
Or hire their party pamphleteers 
To set I'.lysium by the ears. 
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Then, poet, if you mean to tlirive, 
Kmploy your Muse on kings alive ; 
With ])ru(Ienee gathering up a cluster 
Of all the virnics you can muster. 
Which, form’d into a garland sweet, 
I^ay luinihly at your monarch’s feet; 
Who, as llie odours reach his throne. 
Will smile, and think them all Jo's own; 
J^ir law and gospel both determine 
All virtues lodge m royal eriuint^ : 

(I mean the oi’acles of'both. 

Who shall depose it iipor^ath.) 

Your gailaiul in the following reign. 
Change but the names, will do agaiii, 
Dut, if you think this trade too base, 
(Wliicli seldom is the dunce’s case) 

Put on the critic’s brow, and sit 
At Will’s the ])iiny judge of wit. 

A nod, a shrug, a scornful smile. 

With caution us’d, may serve a while. 
Proceed no further in your part, 

Before you learn the terms of art; 

Por you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern critics’ jargon : 

Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities, in time and place ; 

Get scraps of Horace from your friends. 
And have them at your lingers' ends; 
Learn Aristotle’s rules by rote. 

And at all hazards boldly quote; 
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.liuliclous U3'nier oft’ review. 

Wise Dennis, and profound Hossu; 
Head all tlie prefaces of’ Dryden, 

For thcM' our critics niucli confide in 
(Tliouj’li nu’rel^' wiit at first tor filling, 
To raise the volume’s price a shilling.) 

A forward critii* often dupes us 
With sham quotations pen hupsoits; 

And il’we have not read Longinus, 

\\ ill magisterially outshine us. 

Then, lest with Cireek he over-run j'e. 
Procure the book for love or 1110003% 
Translated from Hoileau’s translation. 
And quote quotation on (juotation. 

At Will’s 30U hear a poem read. 
Where Ihiltus from the table-head, 
Heclining on his elhow-chair. 

Gives judgment with decisive air; 

To whom tiK‘ tribe of circling wits 

As to an oracle submits. 

lie gives directions to the town. 

To cry it iip, or run it down; 

Like courtiers, wlien the3' send a note, 
Instructing members how to vote. 

He sets the stamp of bad and good, 
Thougli not a word be understood. 

Your lesson Icarn’d, 3mu’ll be secure 
To get the name of connoisseur : 

And, when your merits once are known, 
Proeure disciples of your own. 
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For poets (you can never want ’em) 

Spread through Augusta Trinobantum, 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 

Amount to just nine thou'‘aiid souls: 

'I hcsc* o’er tlieir proper districts govern. 

Of wit and liumour judges sovereign. 

In every street a city-bard 
Ilules, like an alderman, In's ward; 

His undisputed rights extend 
TliroLigh all the lane, from end to end, 

The neighbours round admire In'v shrewdne 
For songs of loyalty and lewdness; 

Outdone by none in rliNming well. 
Although he never Jeain’d to spell. 

Two bordering with contend for glory ; 
And one is Whig, and one is Tory : 

And this for epics claims the bays. 

And that for elegiac lays: 

Some fam’d for numbers soft and smoolln 
By lovers spoke in Punch’s booth; 

And some as justly fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 

Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 

And Marvins reigns o’er Kentish-town: 
Tigcllius, plac’d in PhcEbus’ car. 

From Ludgate shines to Temple-bar. 
Harmonious Cibber entertains 
The court with annual birth-day strains 
Whence Gay was banish’d in disgrace ; 
Where I’ope will never show his face; 
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Whore Young must toiturc his invention 
To flatter knaves, or lose his pension. 

But these are not a tliousandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet’s art, 

Attentling each his proper station. 

And all in due suI)ordinatinn, 

Through every alley to be found, 

In garrets high, or under ground; 

And when they join their [Jcricranies, 

Out skips a book of miscellanies. 

Hobbes clearly proves that every crcatuit 
Lives in a state of war by nature. 

The greater foi tlie smallest watch. 

But meddle seldom with their match, 

A whale of nioderate will ilraw 
A shoal ol'hei rings do\\ ii his ma^^ , 

A fox with gee^'sC his belly eumis ; 

A wolf destroys a thousand iamb^ ; 

But search among the rhyming rac^, 

The brave are worried by the base. 

If on Parnassus’ top you sit, 

Vou rareh’ Ijite, are always bit. 

Lacli poet of mfeiior size 
On 3'ou shall rail and criticise. 

And strive to tear you limb from limb; 
While others do as much i'or him. 

The vermin only tease and pinch 
Their foes superior h}' an inch. 

So, naturalists observe, a flea 
Hath smaller fleas that on him prey; 
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And these liave smaller slill to bite ’em, 
And so proceed ad injiutlinn. 

Thus evei V poet in Ins kind 
Is bit by him iljat conies beliind: 

WIio, tlioiif^h too little to be seen, 

C"an tease, and and give the spleen ; 
(.'all dnnees fools and sons of whores. 

Lay (I rub-street at each other’s doors ; 
Kxtol the Ciieek and Koman masters. 

And cur^e our modern poetasters; 
(amiplain, as many an ancient bard did, 
JIow gimiiis is no more rcwarflcd; 

IJow wrong a taste prevails among us ; 

I low nmcli our ancestors oiitsung us ; 

Cam personate an awkward scorn 
f or tliose who are not poets born ; 

Anti all their brolln r-dunccs lash, 

Wlio crov.tl the press with hourly trash. 

() (irub-street! how do 1 bemoan thee, 

W liose Liraccless children scorn to own ibee 
"I'licir filial piety forgot. 

Deny their country, like a Scot; 

Though, by their itiiom and grimace, 

'I’liey soon betray their native place : 

Yet thou hast greater cause to be 
Ashain’d of them, than they of thee. 
Degenerate 1 ‘roiii their ancient brood. 

Since first the court allow’d them food. 

Remains a difficulty still. 

To purchase fame by writing ill. 
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From FJecknoe down to Howard’s time, 
Tlow few liave reacli’d the low sublime! 

For when our high-born Ilouard died, 
Blackmore alone liis place supplied : 

And, lest a chasm shouhl iiitm-veiie, 

When death had Hnish’d Blackmorc's reii:n. 
The leaden crown devolv’d to thee, 

Gri'at poet of the hollow tree. 

But ah ! how unsecurc thy throne 1 
A thousand bards thy right disown : 

They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common weal; 

And uith rebellious arms pretend 
An etpial privilege to descend. 

In bulk tliere are not moa* degrees, 

From elephants to mites in cheese. 

Than what a carious ey'-' may trace 
In creatures of the rhvmini* race. 

From bad to worse, and worse, they tail ; 
But who can reach tlic wor>t of all } 

For though, in nature, depth and Iicight 
Are eijually held infinite; 

In [loetry, tlie height we know ; 

’Tis only infinite below. 

For instance, when you rashly think 
No rhymer can like Welated sink, 

His merits balanc’d, you shall find 
The laureate leaves him far behind, 
Concannen, more aspiring bard, 

Soars downwards deencr bv a yi^t d. 

A .a' 
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Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour clrujjs: 
The rest pur&uc as thick as liops. 

With heads to points the gulf tliey enter, 
Link’d jiorpendicular to the centre ; 

Anti, tlieir liecls elated rise. 

Their heads attempt the nether skies. 

Oh, what intlignity and shame, 

To prostitute the Muse’s name! 

By flattering kings, wlioni lieaven design’d 
"I’lic plagues and scourges of mankind ; 
Brutl up in ignorance and sloth. 

And every vice that nurses both. 

Fair Britain, in tliy monarcli blest. 
Whose virtues hear the strictest te«t ; 
Wliom never faction could bespatter, 

Nor minister nor poet flatter; 

What justice in rewarding merit! 

What magnanimity ol spirit ! 

What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and fac» ' 
Tliough peace with olive bind In’s liands, 
Confess’d the conquering hero stands, 
llydaspcs, Indus, and tJie Ganges, 

Dread from his hand impending changes. 
From iu'm the I'artar and Chinese, 

Short by the knees, entreat for peace. 

The con.>ort of his throne and bed, 

A pcrfct L goddess born and bred, 
Appointed sovereign judge to sit 
On learning, eloquence, and v\it. 
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Our L'ldest hope, divine TuUis, 

(Late, very late, oli may he rule us!) 

What early luanhood lias he shown, 

liot'ore his downy beard was ^rown! 

riicn think, what wonders will be done. 

By ^oiiii^r on as he bei^uii, 

\n heir ibr Britain to secure 

As lon<r as sun and moon endure. 

1 ^ 

'Lhe icmnant of the royal blood 
(’omes pourinj^ on me like a flood: 

Bright goddesses, in number five; 

Duke W illiaui, sweetest prince alive- 
Now slug the ))! mister of state j 
V\'ho shines alone without a mate. 

Observe with what majestic port 
Thi' Athus stands to prop tlie court; 
Intent the public debts to pay, 
lake prudent Fabius, by delay. 

"Jdiou great vicegerent of the king, 

'i'hy praises every Muse shall sing! 

In all aifairs tliou sole director, 

Of wit and learning chief protector; 

I hough small the tune thou Iiast to spare, 
d'liC church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a stock 
You choose, to rule the salde flock! 

You raise the honour ol your peerage, 
Broud to attend you at the steerage. 

You dignify the noble race, 

('ontent ) ourself with humbler place. 



162 


JONATHAN SWIFT. 


NoWj learning, valour, virtue, sense, 

To titles give the sole |)retence. 

St. George beheld thee with delight 
X^ouchsale to be an azure knight. 

When on tliv breasts and sides Herculean 
He fix’d the star and string cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever sucli a constellation ! 

Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your iiarps, and strow your bays 
Your paneg3Tics here provide ; 

You cannot err on flattery's side. 

Above the stars exalt your style. 

You still arc low ten thousand mile. 

On Lewis all bis bards bestow’d 
Of incense many a thousand load; 

But Europe mortified his pride. 

And swore the fiiwning rascals lied. 

Yet what tlic world refus’d to Lewij^, 
Applied to (icorgt', exactly true is. 
Exactly true ! invidious poet ! 

*Tis fifty thousand times below it. 

Translate me now some lines, if you can 
Eroni Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 

They could all power in heaven divide. 
And do no wrong on either side; 

They teach you how to split a hair. 

Give George and Jove an equal share. 

Yet why should wc be lac’d so strait ? 

I’ll give my nionaich better weight. 
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And reason good j for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here: 

Nor, though liis priests be duly paid, 

Did ever ne desire liis aid: 

N\V now can better do without him, 

Since NVoo]>ton gave us arms to rout him. 


.fAMES liKAMS rO^. 

DJKD 1744. 
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and was finally vicar of Starting, in Sussex. Hesidcs 
the Man of'^a^te, he wrote a political satire entitled 
the Art of Politics, and the Crooktal Sixpence, in 
imitation of Plnlips’s Splendid Shilling. 


IMIli MAN OF TASTE. 

W'iioe’lr he be that to a taste aspires. 

Let him read this, and be what he desires. 

In men and manners vers’d, from life I write, 
Not what was once, but what is now polite. 
I'liose who of courtly France have made the tom 
Can scarce our Englisli awkwardness endure, 

M 2 
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Blit honest men who never were al)rODd, 

Like England only, and it^ taste applaud. 

ISlrife still subsist s, which yields the better goiit 
Books or the world, the many or the few. 

True taste to me is by this touchstone known 
That’s always best that’s nearest to my own. 

To shew that my pretensions are not vain, 

M}' father was a play’r in Drury-lane. 

Pears and pistachio-nuts iriy mother sold, 

He a dramatic poet, slic a scohL 

His tragic Muse could countcs>cs ah'right. 

His wit in ])oxes was my lord’s delight. 

No mercenary priest e'er join’d their hand's, 
Uncramp’d by wedlock's iinpoctic bands. 

Laws my Pindaric parents matter’d not. 

So I was tragi-comically got. 

My infant tears a sort of measure kept, 

I squall’d in distichs, and in triplets wept. 

No youth did I in education waste. 

Happy in an hereditary taste. 

Writing ne’er cramji’d the sinews of my tlnini<», 
Nor barbarous birch e’er brush’d my tender bum 
My guts ne’er sulfer’d Irorn a college cook. 

My name ne’er enter’d in a buttery-book. 
Grammar in vain the sons of Priscian teach, 
Good parts are better than eight parts of speech 
Since these declin’d, those undcclin’d they call, 

I thank my stars that 1 declin’d them all. 

To Greek or Latin tongues without pretencc- 
1 trust to mother wit and father sense. 
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Xatiire’is ni}^ guitle, all sciences I scorn, 
l^ains I ablior; I was a poet born. 

Yet is my gout for criticism such, 

I've got some I'Vcnch, and know a little Dutch. 
Huge commentators grace itiv learned shelves, 
JNotes upon hooks out-do the books themselves. 
Critics indeed arc valuable men, 

But hyper-eriticks are as good again. 

Though Blackmore’s works my soul with rapture fill. 
With notes by Bentley they’d be better still. 

The Boghouse-Misccdlany’s well design’d 
To ease llie body, and improve the mind. 

Swift’s whims and jokes for my re'^entment call, 
l*'or he displeases me that pleases all. 

V^erse without rhyme I never could endure, 
IJncoLitli in numbers, and in sense obscure. 

I'o him as nature, when ho ceas’d to see, 

JNIilton’s an universal blank to me. 

Confii m’d and settled l)y the nation’s voice^ 

Bh> me is the poet’s pride, and [leopic’s choice, 
Alv\a\> upheld by national support, 

Of niaiket, university, and court: 

Thouj 'On, w rite blank ; but know that for that reason 
These line^ .hall ii\e hen thine arc out of season. 
Bhyme hinds and beautifies the poet’s lays, 

As London ladies ov.c their sliape to .stays. 

Had Cibber’s s< li'the Careless Husband wrote. 
He for tlie laurel ic’er had had niy vote; 

But for his epilogues and otlicr plays. 

He thoroiigldy de‘>ervev the motlcm bays. 
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It please^ me, that Pope unlaurell’cl goes, 

Wliile Cihbur wears the }>ays for pla}-house prose 
S»> 15n'taio’s moiiareh once uncover’d sat, 

While Bradshaw hully’d in a broad-brimni’d liat. 

Long live old Cuill ! he ne’er to jiublisli fears. 
The speeches, verses, and last wills of peers. 

How oft has he a public spirit shown. 

And plea'''d our ears, regardless ot hi^ own ? 

But to give merit due, though Curll’s the fame. 
Are not his brother booksellers the same ? 

Can statutes keep the British jiress in awe. 

While that sells best that’s most against the law ' 
Lives of (lead play’rs my leisure hv)iirs begmli^, 
And scssions-paj)ers tragedi/e my .style. 

’Tis charming reading in (.)|)helia’s life, 

So oft a mother, and not once a wife ■ 

She could with just j)ropriet^ behave. 

Alive with peers, with monarchs in her gra\e 
Her lot liow oit have envious harlots wept. 

By j)rebends bury’d, and by general kc'p’ 

T’ improve in morals Mandevil I read. 

And T} ndai’s -'Criiples are niy settled creed. 

1 travcH’d earl}, and 1 soon saw through 
Religion all, ere I wais twenty-two. 

Shame, pain, or poverty sliall 1 endure, 

When rojies or opium can my ease procure " 
When money’s gone, and 1 no debts can pay, 
Self-murder is an honourable way. 

As Pasaran directs T’d end my life. 

And kill myself, my daughter, and my wife. 
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Burn but that Bible which the parson quotes, 

And men of spirit all shall cut their throats. 

But not to w’ritin^s I confine my pen, 

I have a taste for buildings, music, men. 

Young travellM coxcombs mighty knowledge boast, 
With superficial smattering at most. 

Not so my mind, unsatisfied with hints. 

Knows more than Budgcl writes, or Roberts prints. 
I know tin; town, all hous'cs 1 have seen, 

From IliLih-Park corner down to Bcdnal-Green. 

ir 

Sure wretclied Wren was tjiught l)v bungling doncs, 
To murder mortar, and disligure stones! 

Who in Wliiti'hall can s^ ninu-try discern 
I reckon Covent-darden cIiuilIi a barn. 

Nor hate I less thy vile cathedral, J’aul ! 

The choir’s too Ing, tlie cupola’s too small: 
Substantial walls and heavy roofs I like, 

’Tis \'anl)rugh’s structures that my lancy strike: 
Such noble ruins every pile would make, 

I wisli they’d tuml)le for the pros[)eet’s sake. 

To lofty Fhdsea, or to (ircenwicli <lome. 

Soldiers and sailors all are welcom’d home. 

Her poor to palaces Britannia brings, 

St. James’s hospital may serve for kings. 

Buildings so happily I uuderstand, 

That for one house I’d mortgage all my hind. 

Doric, Ionic, shall not there be found, 

But it shall cost me threescore thousand pound. 
From out my honest workmen I’ll select 
A bricklayer, and proclaim him architect; 
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I'irbt hid him build me a stupeiuloui? dome. 

Which liaving finish’d, we set out for Koine , 
Take a week’s view of Venice and tlic KrciiL; 
Stare round, see nothing, and come home eonttni 
1*11 have ray villa too, a Ksweet abode. 

Its situation shall be London road ; 

Pots o’er the door Pll place like oil’s balconies, 
Which lientley calls the gardens of Adonis. 

Pll have my gardens in the fashion too, 

Por what is beautiful that is not new ? 

I'air four-legg*d temjilcs, theatres that vie 
With all the angles of a (!hristmas-pie. 

Doch it not merit the beholder’s praise. 

What’s high to sink, and uhat is low to laise ' 
>>lopes shall ascend where once a green-house stouii 
And in my horsc-pond 1 will plant a wood. 

Let miser^ dread the hoarded gold to waste. 
Expense and alteration shews a taste. 

In curious paintings I’m exceeding nice. 

And know their several beauties by their pti e. 
Auctions and sales I constantly attend. 

But choose my pictures by a skilful friend. 
Originals and copies inneh the same, 

The picture’s value is the painter’s name. 

My taste in sculpture from my choice is seen, 

I buy no statues that are not obscene. 

In s})ite of Addison and ancient Rome, 

Sir CloLidcsly Shovel’s is my fav’ritc tonil». 

How oft have I with admiration stood. 

To view some city-magistrate in \\ ood ! 
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f with pleasure on a loiMl-mayor’s lieatl, 

Cast with propriety in gilded lead. 

Oh could I view, through London as I pas«, 

Some broad Sir Balaam in Corinthian brass: 

Iligli on a pedestal, ye freemen, j)Iace 
II is magisterial paunch and gi'iping face; 

LctterM and gilt, let him adorn Cheapsidc, 

And grant the tradesman what a king’s deny’d. 

Old coins and medals 1 collect, ’tis true, 

Sir Andrew has ’em, and I’ll have ’em too. 

But among friends, if I the truth might speak, 

I like the modern, and despise th’ antique, 
rhough in the drawers of my japan bureau, 
fo lady (iripeall I the Caoars show, 

’ i’is equal to her huly>hip or me, 

A copper Otho, or a Scotch ba^^bec. 

Without Italian, or without an car, 

To Bononcini’s music I adhere; 

Music has charms to sooth a savage breast. 

And therefore proper at a shcrilf’s feast. 

My soul has oft a secret [)leasure found 
In the harmonious bagpipe’s lofty sound. 

Bagpi[»cs for men, shrill (ierman-Hutes for hoy^. 

I’m Lngli.'.h horn, and lo\c a grumbling noise, 
i !ie stage should yield the solemn organ’s note, 

Vnd Scripture tremble in the eunuch’s throat. 

I.et Senesino sing wliat David writ, 

\nd hallelujahs charm the pious pit. 

Ltiger in throngs the town to Esther came, 

X'mI oratorio was a lucky name. 
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Thou, Heidegger! the English taste liast found;, 
And rur.st the uiob of quality with sound. 

In Lent, ii masquerades displease the town. 

Call ’em ridottos, and they still go down. 

Go on, prince Pliiz! to please the British nation, 
Call thy next masquerade a convocation. 

Bears, lions, wolves, and elephants I breed, 

And Philosophical Transactions read. 

Next lodge I’ll be Frcc-mason, nothing less, 

Unless I happen to be h’. K. vS. 

I have a palate, and (as yet) two cars, 

Pit company for porters or for peers. 

Of every useful knowledge Pve a share, 

But my top talent is a bill of fare. 

Sirloins and rumps of beef offend my eyes. 

Pleas’d with frogs fricasseed, and coxcomb-pics; 
Dishes 1 clujse, though little, yet genteel. 

Snails the first course, and peepers crown the meal. 
Pig’s beads, with hair on, much my fancy please; 

I love young cauliffowTs if stew’il in chei ‘^e, 

And give ten guineas for a pint of peas. 

No tattling servants to my table come, 

My grace is silence, and my waiter dumb. 

Queer country-puts extol queen Bess’s reign, 

And of lost hospitality complain. 

Say, thou that dost thy fiithcr’s table praise, 

Was there mahogany in former days ? 

Ob, could a British barony be sold! 

I would bright honour buy with dazzling gold. 
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Could I tlie privilege of peer procure, 

The rich I’d liully, and oppress the poor. 

To give is wrong, but it is wronger still, 

On any terms to pay a tradcsiiian’s bill. 

I’d make the insolent meehiinie> stay, 

And keep niv ready money all i’or play. 

Pd try if any pleasure could be found. 

In tossing up for twenty thousand pound: 

Had I whole counties, I to White’s would go. 
And s('t land, woods, and rivers, at a throw. 
lUit sluudd I meet with an unlueky rim, 

\nd .It a throw he gloriously undone; 

My debts of h onoiir I’d diseharge the first; 

Let all my lawful creditors he curs’d : 

Aly title would preserve me IVoiii arrest, 

..Vnd seizing hired horses is a jest. 

I’d walk the morning wath an oakiai stick, 

With gloves and hat, like my own footman Dick; 
A footman I would he in outward show. 

In sense and education truly so. 

As for my head, it sliould ambiguous wear 
At once a periwa’g and its own hair. 

Mv bair Pil powder in the women’s way. 

And dress and talk ol’dressing more than they, 
ril please the maids of honour if I can ; 

Without black velvet brc'cches, what is man? 

I will my skill in button-holes display, 

And brag bow oft 1 shift me every day. 

Shall I wear clothes in awkward England made ? 
And sw'cat 'ii cloth to help the woollen trade ? 
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In French embroid’ry and in Flanders lace, 

FlI spend the income of a treasurer’s place. 

Deard’s bill for baubles shall to thousands mount, 
And Fd out-di’inond even the di’mond count. 

I would convince the world by tawdry clothes. 
That belles are less effeminate than beaux, 

And doctor Lamb should pare my lordship^s toes. 

To boon companions 1 my time would give, 
With players, pimps, and parasites, Fd live. 

I would with jockeys from Newmarket dine, 

And to rough-riders give iny choicest wine; 

1 would caress some stableman of note, 

And imitate his language and his coat. 

My ev’nings all I would u ith sharpers spend, 

And make the thiel’-catcher my bosom friend. 

In Fig tlie prize-fighter by day delight. 

And sup with Colley Cibber every night. 

Should I perchance be fashionably ill, 

Fd send for Misaubin, and take his pill. 

J should abhor, though in the utmost nee<‘, 
Arbuthnot, Hollins, Wigan, Lee, or Mead, 

But if 1 found that I grenv w orse and worse. 

I’d turn off Misaubin, and take a nurse. 

How oft when eminent physicians fail. 

Do good old women’s remedies prevail! 

When beauty’s gone, and Chloe’s struck with years. 
Eyes she can couch, or she can syringe cars. 

Of graduates I dislike the learned rout. 

And choose a female doctor for the gout. 
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rhii'^ would I livCj with no dull pedants cur>’d ; 
Suro, of all blockheads, scholars arc the worst. 

Hai’k to your universities, ye I’ools, 

And dauL-lc iiri^nments on stiines in schools; 

^ O • 

rijose scIkk)!^ whicli nniversitjes they call, 



\^^tll f'ase that 1 the nation ini^ht sustain, 
'^ij[)])]y’d h\ ('roodnian’s-liclds anil J)i nr)-lane. 
O'vloiJ and ('anihridiie arc not worth one farthin*!, 
L’oinpar’d to liayniarket and CiJvent-^ardcii; 

Quit those, ye I’rilish >oiitii, and lollow lliesc, 
'Turn plaveis all, and take \oiir k-ijuire's di'i^recs. 
lioast not >()ur ineomes now, as heiitol'ore, 

Ve book-learn’tl seals! tlic' theaties lia\e more; 

Yc stiH-rump’d heads of colleges, he dnml>; 

-V single ennueli gets a larger sum. 

Have some of \ on three hundred by llie year? 
Booth, Rich, and Cihher, twici' three thousand clear. 
Should Oxford to licr sister Cambridge join 
A year’s rack-rent and arbitrary fine, 

Thence not one w inter’s charge would he defray’d, 
For pla\-house, opera, hall, and masquerade. 

(Had 1 congratulate the judging age, 

The players ure the wmld, the world tlie stage. 

I am a politician too, and hate, 

Of any party, ministers of state: 

Ihii for an act, that lu*, who sevhi wdiole years 
Has seiv’d Ins ktog .uul countr}", lose his cars. 

Thus from my birth Tin qualnied, you find, 

'I\> give tin' laws of taste to human kind. 
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Mine are the gallant schemes of politcsse. 
For books and buildings, politics and dress. 
This is true taNte, and wlioso likes it not, 

Is blockhead, coxcomb, puppy, fool, and sot. 


WILLIAM MLSTON. 

BORN lG88.— DIKO 1745 . 

WlL LIAM Meston was born in the parish of Mid- 
mar, in Aberdeenshire. He received a liberal edu¬ 
cation at the Marisehal College of Aberdeen, and 
was for some time one of the teachers in the High 
School ol'that city. He removed from that situation 
to be preceptor to the young Earl ol’Mai\>hal, and 
to his brother, who was afterwards the celebrated 
Marshal Kcitli, and by the interest of the family was 
appointed professor of philosophy in the Marisehal 
College. On the breaking out of the rt hellion of 
1715 , he followed the fortunes of his misguided pa¬ 
trons, who made him governor of Dunotter Castle. 
After the battle of Sherrif-Muir, till the act of in¬ 
demnity was passed, he lurked with a few' fugitive 
associates, for whose amusement lie wrote several 
of the burlesque poems to which he gave the title 
of Mother Grim’s Tales. Not being restored to 
bis professorship, he lived for some time on the 
hospitality of the Countess of Marshal, and after 
her death establislied an academy successively at 
Elgin, Turiif, Montrose, and Perth, in all of which 
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places he failed, apparently from habits of careless 
expense and conviviality. The Countess of EI^mii 
supported him during the decline of liis latter days, 
till lie removed to Aberdeen, where he died of a 
languishing distemper. lie is said to have been a 
man of wit and pleasantry in conversation, and 
of considerable attainments in classical and mathe> 
matical knowledge. 


TIIK COBBLER. 

AN IRISH TALF. 

Fiom iMother tiriniN 
Sages and moralists can show 
Many misfortunes here below ; 

A truth which no one ever miss’d, 
Though neither sage nor moralist. 

Yet all the troubles notwithstanding. 
Which fate or fortune has a hand in. 
Fools to themselves wall more create, 

Tn spite of fortune and of fate. 

Tims oft are dreaming wretches seen, 
TorturM with vapours and with spleen, 
Transform’d, at least in their own cyr,*-. 
To China, glass, or mutton pies; 

<)tliers will to themselves appear 
Stone dead as Will the Conqueror. 

There liv’d a gentleman, posse^^s’d 
(3f all that mortals reckon best; 
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A seat well chosen, wholesome air. 

With gardens and with prospect fair; 

His land from debt and joifiture free, 

His money never in Soutli Sea; 

His licalth of body firm and good, 

Tliough past the hey-day of Ins blood ; 

His consort fair, and good, and kind. 

His children riMing to his mind ; 

His friends ingenuous and sincere. 

His honour, nay, his conscience, char: 

He wanted nouL>ht of human bliss 
Blit power to taste his happiness. 

Too near, alas! tin’s great man's hall, 

A merry Cobbler had a stall ; 

An areh old wag as e’er you knew, 

Witli breeches red and jerkin blue ; 
Cheerful at working as at play, 

He sLinj^ lud whistled lil'e away. 

When ri^'iiig morning glads the sky, 

Clear as the merry lark on high ; 

When evening shades the landscape veil, 
Late warbling as the nightingale. 

Though pence came slow, and trade was ill. 
Yet still he sung, and whistled still; 

Though patcli’d his garb, and coarse his fai¬ 
lle laugh’d end cast away old care. 

The rich man vo w’d with discontent 
His tatter’d neighbour’s merriment; 

With envy grudg'd, and pin’d to see 
A beggar pleasanter than he: 
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And by degrees to hate began 
Th’ intolerable happy man, 

W ho haunted lilni like any sprite, 

From morn to eve, by day and night. 

It chanc'd as once in bed he lay, 

W hen dreams are true, at break of day, 
lie heard the C’obbler at his sport, 

And on a sudden to cut short. 

Whether his morning draught he took, 
Or warming whiff of morning smoke. 
The squire suspected, being shrewd, 
This silence boded him no good; 

And ’cause he nothing saw' or heard, 

A IMachiavelian plot ho fear’d. 

Straight eireumstances crowded plain. 
To vex and plague his jealous brain ; 
Trembling, in panic dread he lies. 

With gaping mouth and staring eyes ; 
And straining, lustful, both his ears, 

He soon persuades himself he hears 
One skip and caper up the stairs ; 

Sees the door open (juick, and knew 
FI is dreaded foe in red and blue; 

W^ho, wdth a running jump, lie thought, 
Leapt plumb directly down bis throat. 
Laden with tackle of his stall, 

Last, ends and hammer, strap and awd. 
No sooner down, than, with a jerk, 

He fell to music and to work. 
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If much he griev’d our Don before, 

When but o* th’ outside of the door, 

How sorely must he now molest, 

When got the inside of his breast ? 

The waking dreamer groans and swell?, 
And pangs imaginary feels: 

Catches and scraps of tunes he hears 
For ever ringing in his ears 5 
III savour’d smells his nose displease, 
Mundungus strong, and rotten cheese: 

He feels him when he draws his breath, 

Or tugs the leather with his teeth, 

Or beats the sole, or else extends 
His arm to th’ utmost of his ends, 

Enough to crack, when stretch’d so wide, 
The ribs of any mortal side. 

Is there no method then, to fly 
This vile intestine enemy ? 

What can be done in this condition. 

But sending instant for physician ? 

The doctor, having heard the case. 

Burst into laughter in his face. 

Told him he need no more than rise. 

Open his windows and his eyes. 

Whistling and stitching, there to see 
llie Cobbler as he used to be. 

“ Sir,” quoth the patient, “ your pretence 
Shall ne’er persuade me from my senses. 
How should I rise ? the heavy brute 
Will hardly let me wag a foot. 
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Though seeing lor belief may go, 

Vet feeling is the truth, you know, 

I feel him in my sides, I tell ye; 

Had you a Cobbler in your belly. 

You scarce could stir as now you do; 

I doubt your guts would grumble too. 
Still do you laugh ? I tell you. Sir, 

I'd kick you soundly, could 1 stir. 

Thou quack, that never luidst degree 
In either Uiiiversit}'’; 

Thou mere licentiate without knowledge 
7'hc shame and scandal of the college; 
ril call my servants if you stay; 

So, doctor, scamper while you ma}'! 

One thus dispatch’d, a second came. 

Of equal or of greater fame, • 

Who swore him mad as a March hare ; 
For doctors, when provok’d, will swear. 
To drive such whimsies from his pate. 
He dragg’d him to tlie window straight , 
But jilting Fortune can devise 
To baffle and outwit the wise. 

I'lie Cohbler, ere exposed to view. 

Had just pull’d oifliis jerkin blue. 

Not dreaming ’twould Iiis neighbour hurt 
To sit in IVesco in his sliirt. 

O,’* quoth the patient, with a sigh, 

“ You know him not so well as I. 

The man tliat down my throat is run, 

Has got a true blue jerkin on.” 
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In vain the doctor rav’d and tore. 
Argued and fretted, stamp’d and swore; 
Told him he might believe as well. 

The giant of I’antagruel 

Did oft, to break his fast and sup. 

For potch’d eggs swallow windmills up; 
Or that the [Tolland dame could bear 
A child for every day o’ tli* year. 

The vapour’d tlotard, grave and sly. 
Mistook for truth each rapping lie, 

And drew conclusions such as these, 
Itt^sistless, from the premises. 

“ I hope, my friends, you’ll grant me all, 
A windmill’s bigger than a stall: 

And since the lady brought, alive. 
Children three liundred sixty-five, 

Wliy should you think there is not room 
For one poor Cobbler in my womb ?” 
Thus, every thing his friends could say. 
The more confirm’d him in his way; 
Further convinc’d by what they tell, 
Twas certain, though impossible. 

Now worse and worse his piteous state 
Was grown, and almost desperate ; 

Yet still the utmost bent to try. 

Without more help he would not die. 

An old physician, sly and shrewd, 

With management of face endued, 

Heard all his tale, and ask’d, with care. 
How long the Cobbler had been there; 
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Noted distinctly what he said, 

Lift up his eyes and shook his head ; 
And, grave, accosts him in this fashion. 
After mature deliberation. 

With serious and important face : 

“ Sir, yours is an uncommon ease; 
Though I’ve read Galen’s Latin o’er, 

1 never met with it before; 

Nor have I found the like disease 
In stories of Hippocrates.” 

Then, after a convenient stay. 

Sir, prescription 3 ’ou’ll obey. 

My life for yours. I’ll set you free 
From this same two-Icgg’d t\mpany, 

* * * Your throat, you know, is wide, 
And scarcely clos’d since it was tried. 

The same way he got in, ’tis plain, 

There’s room to fetch him back again. 

I’ll bring the forked worm away 
Without a dysenteria. 

Emetics strong will do the feat, 

If taken quantian siijjicit. 

I’ll see myself the proper dose, 

And go liypnotics to compose.’’ 

The wretch, though languishing and weak, 
Reviv’d already by the Greek, 

Cries, “ what so learn’d a man as you 
Prescribes, dear doctor, I shall do.” 

The vomit speedily was got, 

The Cobbler sent for to the spot. 
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And taught to manage the deceit. 

And not his doublet to forget. 

Hut first, tile operator wise 
Over liis eyes a bandage ties^ 

For vomits always strain the eyes. 

Courage ! I’ll make you disembogue. 
Spite of his teeth, th* unlucky rogue 3 
I’ll drench the rascal, never fear, 

And bring liiin up, or drown him there.” 
Warm water ilown he makes him pour. 
Till Iiis stretch’d guts could hold no more 
Which, doubly swoln, as you may think. 
Both with the Cobbler and the drink ; 
WJiat they receiv’d against the grain. 
Soon paid with interest back again. 

Here come his tools : he can’t be long. 
Without his hammer and his thong.” 

The Cobbler humour’d what was spoke. 
And gravely carried on the joke ; 

As he heard nam’d each single matti. 1 .. 

He chuck’d it souse into the water; 

And then, not to be seen as yet, 

Behind tiu* door made his retreat. 

The sick man now takes breath awhile. 
Strength to recruit for farther toil: 
Unblinded, be, with Joyful eyes. 

The tackle floating iliere espies; 

Fully convinc'd within his mind. 

The Cobbler would not stay behind. 

Who to the alehouse still would go. 
Whene’er he wanted work to do; 
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Nor could he like his present place, 

He ne’er lov'd water in his days. 

At length he takes a second bout. 

Enough to turn him inside out: 

With vehemence so sore he strains. 

As would have split another’s brains. 

“ Ah! here the Cobbler comes, 1 swear!” 
And truth it was, for he was there; 

And, like a rude ill-raanner’d clown, 
Kick’d, with his foot, the vomit down. 

The patient, now grown wond’rous light, 
Whipt off the napkin from his sight; 
Briskly lift up his head, and knew 
The breeches and the jerkin’s hue; 

And smil’d to hear him grumbling say. 

As down the stairs he ran away. 

He’d ne’er set foot within his door, 

And jump down open throats no more i 
No, while he liv’d, he’d ne’er again 
Run, like a fox, down the red lane. 

Our patient thus (his inmate gone) 

Cured of the crotchets in his crown. 
Joyful, his gratitude expresses. 

With thousand thanks and hundred pieces; 
And thus, with much of pains and cost, 
Regain’d the health—he never lost. 



THOMAS WARTON. 

BOHN 1 (] 87 .-DILO 1745. 

1 iioMAs Wahton, the elder, father of Joseph and 
Thomas Wartoii, was of Magdalen College, Oxford, 
vicar of 15asingstoke and Cohham, and twice cho^<l n 
Poetry Pro l essor. 

IlKTin liiM KNT. 

AN ODE. 

On beds of daisies idly laid. 

The willow waving o’er my head, 

Now morning, on the bending stem. 

Hangs the round and glittering gem. 

Lull’d by the lapse of yonder spring. 

Of nature’s various charms I sing: 

Ambition, pride, and pomp, adieu. 

For what has joy to do with you ? 

Joy, rosedipt dryad, loves to dwell 
III sunny field or mossy cell; 

Delights on echoing hills to hear 
The reaper’s song, or lowing steer; 

Or view, with tenfold plenty spread, 

The crowded corn-field, blooming mead 
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While beauty, health, and innocence, 
Transport the eye, the soul, the sense. 

Not fresco’d roofs, not beds of state, 

Not guards that round a monarch wait; 
Not crowds of flatterers can scare. 

From loftiest courts, intruding Care. 

Midst odours, splendors, banquets, wine, 
Wliile minstrels sound, while tapers shine, 
fn sable stole sad Care w ill come, 

And darken the sad drawing-room. 

Nymphs of the groves, in green array’d, 
Conduct me to your thickest shade; 

Deep in the bosom of the vale, 

Where haunts the lonesome nightingale ; 
Where Contemplation, maid divine, 

Leans against some aged pine. 

Wrapt in solemn thought profound, 

Her eyes fixt stedl'ast on the ground. 

Oh, virtue’s nurse, retired queen, 

Hy saints alone and hermits seen, 

Beyond vain mortal wishes wise. 

Teach me St. James’s to despise; 

For what are crowded courts, but schools 
For fops, or Iiospitals for fools; 

W here slaves and madmen, young and old, 
'JetL to adore some calf of gold ? 



186 


THOMAS WARTON. 


VERSKS WRITFEN A HEK '5EEING WINDSOR 

CAS'l'LK. 

Vrom beauteous Windsor’s high and story’d halls, 
Where Edward’s chiefs start from tlie glowing walls* 
To my low cot, from ivory beds of state, 

Pleas’d I return, unenvious of the great. 

So the bee ranges o’er the vary’d scenes 
Of corn, of heaths, of fallows, and of greens. 
Pervades the thicket, soars above the hill, 

Or murmurs to tlie meadow’s murmuring nil; 

Now Iiaimts old hollow’d oaks, deserted ceils, 

Nov; seeks the low vale-lilyS silver bells; 

Sips the warm fragrance of the grecnliouse bowers. 
And tastes the myrtle and the citron flowers; 

At length returning to the wonted comb. 

Prefers to all his little straw-built home. 


AN AMERICAN LOVE ODE. 

FROM THE SECOND ^OLCME OF MONTVIGNE’‘i C'.SWS 

Stay, stay, tbou lovely, fearful snake, 

Nor hide thee in yon darksome brake: 

But let me oft thy charms review, 

Thy glittering scales, and golden hue; 
From these a chaplet sliall be wove. 

To grace the youth 1 dearest love. 

Then ages hence, when thou no more 
Shalt creep along the sunny shore. 



THOMAS SOUTHEUN. 


187 


I'hy copy’d beauties shall be seen ; 
Thy red and azure mix’d with ‘^recn, 
In mimic folds thou shall display:— 
Stay, lovely, feariul adder, stay. 


niOM AS SOI TJIKKN 

Was born in Dublin, in the year IG(50, and died in 
1716. 


FROM rHE TRAr.EOY OK ISABELLA. 

ACT i \. *<( I m: II. 

I'.ahclI.i nicctJiig «illi Biion .ifu r lit-r iiinrriagc will) Vilk roy. 

Entt r Nurse. 

Nurse. Madam, the gentleman’s below. 

Lsnhdla. I had forgot; pray let me sjicak with him. 

{^F.xii Nurse. 

'J'liis ring was the first present of my love 
To Biron, my first husband ; I must blush 
To think I have a second. J5iron died 
(Still to my loss) at Caiidy ; there’s my hope. 

Oh, do I live to hope that he died there? 

It must be so: he’s dead, and this ring left 
By his last breath to some known faithful friend, 

To bring me back again: 

[Biron introdneed-^-Nurse retires. 
I 'ltir.'s all I have to trust to— 
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My fears were woman’s—I liavo vicwxd him all: 
And let me, let me say it to myself, 

I live a^^ain, ami rise hut from his tomb. 

Ilinm. Have you Ibr^oL me quite ^ 
hf/, I'or^ujt you ! 

Ih'r, Then farewell my disguise, and my mis¬ 
fortunes ! 

My Isabella! 

c goes to her; she sliritks, and Jails in a .sii'oo?^.] 

Isa. I la! 

Hit, Oh come again ! 

Thy niron summons thee to life and love ; 

Once I had charms to wake thee: 

Thy once-loved, ever-loving husband calls— 

Thy Biron speaks to thee. 

Isa. My luisband 1 Biron ! 

IMr. Excess of love and joy, for iny return. 

Has over[)owered her. I was to blame 
To take tlty sex’s softness imprepar’d: 

But sinking thus, thus dying in my arms. 

This ocstacy has made my welcome more 
Than words could say: words may be counterfeit, 
Ealsc-coined, and current only IVom the tongue, 
Without the mind; but passion’s in the soul. 

And always speaks the heart. 

Isa, Where have I been? Why do you keep him 
from me ? 

I know bis voice: my life upon the wing, 

Here's the soft lure that brings me back again , 

'Tis he him:,clf, my Biron, the dear man! 
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My true~lovoil husband! Do 1 liold you last, 
Never to part again ? (^an ] believe it ? 

Xorliing but you could work so great a change: 
"I’hcre’s more than lll'c itsell in dying here; 

Il l must fall, death'.s welcome in these arms. 

Bir. Live ever in these arms! 
ha. But pardon me— 

Excuse the wild disorder ol'my soul; 

The joy, the strange surprising joy of seeing you, 

Of seeing you again, distracted me- 

111). Thou everlasting goodness! 
ha. Answer me: 

What hand of l*rov Idenee has brought you back 
To V oui own home again? O, satisfy 
The impatienei' of inv lu'ait ! I long to know 
The stniA of V our sullering'-. ^\)U wimld tl’.inK 
Your pleasures siill'erings, so long lemoved 
Eroni Isabella’s love. But tell me all, 

J'or every thought conibunds me. 

Piu. My best life ! at leisure, all. 

Isa. We thought you dead; killed at the siege oi 
Cand> — 

Bir. There I fell among the dead; 

But hopes of life* reviving Iroin my wounds, 

1 was preserved but to he made a slave: 

I often writ to my hard father, but never had 

An answer ; I writ to thee too- 

]\(i. What a world ol'woc 
Had been prevented, but in hearing from you ! 

Pfir. Alas' thou couldst not helj) me! 
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Isa. You do not know how much I could have 
done ; 

At least, I’m sure 1 could have sult’ered all: 

1 would have sold myself to slavciy, 

Without redemption ; given up my child. 

The dearest part of me, to basest wants- 

B/r. My little boy! 

Isa. My lil’e, hut to have heard 
You were alive—which now, too late, I find. 

Bir. No more, my love. Complaining of the pa^f, 
We lose the present joy. ’Tis over price 
Of all my pains, that thus we meet again— 

1 have a thousand things to say to thee— 

Isa. Would 1 were past the hearing ! 

Bir. How docs my child, my boy, my father too 'r 
I hear he’s living still. 

Isa. Well both, both well; 

And may he prove a father to your hopes, 

Though we have found him none! 

B/r. Come, no more tears. 

Isa. Seven long a cars of sorrow' for youi loss, 

Have mourned with me- 

B//. And all my days behind 
Shall be employed in a kind recompense 
For thy afflictions.—Can’t 1 see my boy ? 

Isa. He's gone to bed : I’ll have him brought to 
you. 

Bir. To-morrow I shall see him : I want rest 
Myself, after this wxary pilgrimage. 
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Isa, Alas ! what shall 1 get I'or you? 

Bir. Nothing but rest, my love! To-night I would 
not 

Be known, if possible, to your family: 

I sec my nurse is with you; her welcome 
Would be tedious at this time; 

To-morrow will do better. 

Isa. I’ll dispose of her, and order every thing 
As you would have it. [^Exrt. 

Bit. Grant me but life, good Heaven, and givi* 
the means 

To make this wondrous goodness some amends, 
And let nio then forget her, if I can ! 

O! she deserves of me much more than I 
Can lo-e I’or her, though I again could venture 
A lather, and his fortune, for her love! 

V oil ^M'L’tclud fitlicrs, blind as fortune all! 

Not to jierceive that such a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your sons: 
What is your trash, what all your heaps of gold, 
Compared to this, my heart-felt hap|)mess 

\^liurst.s into ieais. 

What ha.s she, in my absence, undergone ? 

I must not think of that; it drives mo back 
Upon myself, the fatal cause of all. 

Isabella returns. 

ha, I have obeyed your pleasure; 

Every thing is ready for you. 

Btr, I can want nothing here; possessing thee, 
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All my desires arc carried to their aim 
Of happiness; ihcreVs no room for a wish, 

But to continue still this blessing to me: 

I know the way, niy love; I shall sleep sound, 

Jsa, Shall J attend you ? 

Dir. Jiy no means 3 

IVc been so long a slave to others* pride. 

To learn, at least, to wait upon myself; 

YouMl make haste after- iGoes !/?. 

Tsa, I’ll but say my prayers, and follow you— 
My prayers! no, 1 must never pray again. 

Prayers have their blessings to reward our hojies. 
But I have nothing left to hope for more. 

What Heaven could give, I have enjoyed; but no^\ 
The baneful planet rises on my late. 

And what’s to come is a long line of woe. 

Vet I may shorten it- 

1 promi.sed him to Ibllow—him ! 

Is he without a name ? Biron, my husband, 

To follow liim to bed-my husband ! ha' 

hat then is Villeroy ? But yesterday 
That very bed received him for its lord, 

Yet a warm witness of my broken vows. 

Oh, Biron, hadst thou come but one day soonei 
] would have followed thee through beggary, 
Through all the chances of this weary life. 
Wandered the many ways of wreteheilness 
With thee, to find a hospitable grave; 

For that’s the only bed that’s left me now! 

[// CCjJUlil 
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—What’s to be done ?—tor something must be 
done. 

Two husbands! yet not one ! By both enjoyed, 
And yet a wife to neither] Hold, my brain— 
This is to live in common ! Very beasts, 

That welcome all they meet, make ju'^t such wivcF. 
My reputcition ! Oh, ’twas all w^as left me! 

Tlie virtuous pride of an uncensured life; 

Which the dividing tongues of Ibron’s wrongs, 

And \'illeroy’s resentments, tear asunder, 

To gorge the throats of the blaspheming rabble. 
This is the best of what can come to-morrow. 
Besides old Baldwin’s trinmpli in my rum ; 

1 cannot bear it- 

Therefore no morrow : I la! a lucky thought 
Works the right way to rid me of them all ; 

All the reproaches, infamies, and scorns, 

That every tongue and finger will find for me. 

Let the just horror of my a[)preheiisions 
But kce[) me warm—no matter what can come 
’Tis hut a blow— 3 et I will sec him first— 

Have a last look to heighti'n mv de'ipaii, 

And tlien to rest for ever.— 

Biuox meets ho. 

Bir. Despair and rest for cvei ! l-abell.i' 

These words are far from thy condition, 

And be they ever so ! 1 heard thy voice, 

And could not bear thy absence: come, ni\ lovf 

VOL. IV. 
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You have staid lonjr; there’s nothing, nothing sure 
Now to despair ot in succeediiiLr fate. 

Isa, I am contented to be miserable. 

But not tin’s way : I have been too long abused, 
And can believe no more. 

Let me sleep on to be deceived no more. 

Dir, Look up, my love ! 1 never did deceive thee, 
Nor nc\er can; believe tbysell’, thy eyes, 

Thiit first inflamed, and lit me to m\ love; 

Those stars, that still must guide me to my joy'- — 
Isa. And me to mv iindomg; 1 look round, 

And find no path, but leading to the grave. 

Bit. T cannot understand thee. 


Isa. My good I'riends above, 

I thank them, have at la^t found out a wa\ 
To make my fortune perfect; having 30 U, 

J need no more; iny fate is finished her(' 
Bir. Bolli our ill fates, 1 hope. 

Isa. Hope is a lying, fawning flatterer. 


That shews the fair side onlv of our I’ortuin 


To cheat us easi(‘r into our fall; 


A trusted friend, who only can betray you ; 
Never believe bim more. If maniages 
Are made in Heaven, they should be bappiei 
Why was I made this wretch ? 

Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ? 

Isa. Miserable, beyond the reach of comh»rt. 
Bir. Do I live to boar thee say so; 

Isa. Why, what did 1 say ? 
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Bir. That I have made tlieo miserable. 

Tsn. Xo: you are my onl\ earthly happiness : 
And mv false tontine belied mv honest heaif, 

If it said olhcru i>e. 

Bir, And )et >011 saiil, 

Your nMrria: 4 :e made >ou miserable. 

f * 

Lsa. I know not wlui: I said: 

I havi' .oaid to(; mneh, imli'^s 1 eoidd speak all. 

Bir. d'liy words are wild; my eyes, my ears, m\ 
heart, 

Were all so full of thee, so mueh employed 
In wainder of thy eharm^, 1 could not find it; 

Now I perceive it ])lain- 

Isa, You will tell nohody- [J)iAtrncfc(l/^. 

Bir. 'riioii art not well, 

Isii. Indeed 1 am not; I knew that before; 
lint where’s the remedy? 

Bir. llest will lelieve thy cares: come, come, no 
more ; 

I’ll banish sorrow I’rom thee. 
l\a. Ikmish iiist the cause. 

Bii. Heaven knows how willingly! 

Ihi. ^'oii aie the only cause. 

Hir. Am I the cause ? the cause of thy misfor¬ 
tunes ? 

Tsa. 'J'he fatal innocent cause of all my woes. 

Bir. Is this my welcome home ! this the rew'ard 
Of all my miseries, long labours, pains. 

And pining w’ants of wretclied slavery, 
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Whicl) I have outlived, only in hoj)es of tlicc ! 

Am I thus paid at last for deathless love, 

Ami calk’d the cause of thy misfortunes now ? 

Isti. fn(|uire no more; ’twill be explained too 
soon. is going off', 

Jhr. Wliat! canst thou leave me too ? 

\_He slays he. 

l.sn. Pray let me go : 

For both our sakes, permit me. 

Bn. Hack me not with imaginations 

Of things impossible-'Fhou canst not mean 

AVhat thou liast said-Yet something she must 

mean — 

*Fwas madness all-Compose thyself, my lo\c' 

The lit is past; all may l)e well again : 

Let us to bed. 

Lsd. To bed ! You have raised the storm 
Will sever us for ever. Oh, Ibron ! 

While 1 have life, still 1 must call you mine : 

1 know I am, and always was, unworth\ 

To be tlie happy partner of your love •, 

And now must never, never share it more. 

But oh ! if ever I was dear to you, 

As sometimes you have thought me, on my knees, 
(The last time I shall care to be believed) 

1 beg you, beg to think me innocent. 

Clear of all crimes, that thus can banisii me 
From this world’s comforts, in my losing you. 

Bir. Where will this end ? 

Isu. The rugged hand of fate has got between 
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Our mectinfi: heart?, and tlirii>ts them from tliolr jo\ 

Since we must part- 

Bir. Nothing hhall ever part us. 

Isa. Parting’s the least tliat is set down for me: 
rieaven has decreed, and ue mu.sl siid’er all. 

Bir. T know thee innocent; I know my.^elt so: 
Indeed we both have been unt’oi tunate ; 

Hut sure misfortunes ne’er were f.mlK in love. 

Isa. Oh ! there’s a fatal story t(» be told ; 

He deaf to that, a^ lieaven has bee n to me! 

And rot the tongue that sliall re\e.d my sliame: 
When thou slialt hear how nuieh tlioii Iiast been 
wrouged, 

H(j« wilt thou curse thy fond belie ving heart, 

Tear me from the warm bo-^om ofihy love, 

And throw me like a poi'-oiiou" wrfd awa\ ! 

Tan I bear that ' Hear to l)e curst and torn, 

And thrown out of thy family and name, 

Like a disease ’ Can 1 bear this from thee? 

I never can; no, all things have their end. 

When I am dead, forgive and pity me. 

Bir. Stay, my Isabella- 

What can she mean These doublings will distract 
me; 

Some hidden mischief soon will burst to light; 

( cannot bear it-1 must be satisfied- 

’Tis slie, my wife, must clear this darkness to me. 
She shall—if the sad tale at last must come. 

She is my fate, and best can speak my doom. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. —Enter Biron. Nurse follnxmng him, 

Bir. I know enougli: tlie important question 
Of life or death, fearful to be rt .solved, 

Is cleared to me : 1 see where it must end, 

And need impure no more-Pray, let me have 

Pen, ink, and paper. 1 must write aw Idle, 

And then J’ll tiy to rest-to rest for ever ! 

[A’.i// Nu) ■ 

Poor Isabella ! now I know' tlie cause, 

Til t' cause of‘thy di''tress, and cannot w'onder 
That it has tunu'd thy brain. If I look back 
Upon thy loss, it will distinct me too. 

Oh, any curse l)ut thi> nueht be removed! 

But ’twas the rane-Mous malignity 
Of all ill-stars comlnned, of lieaven and fate— 
Hold, hold, mv impious tonj;ue—Alas! 1 rave . 
AVhy do I tax thi' stars, or heaven, or fate ^ 

They are all innocent of drivinpf us 

Into despair; they have not urged my doom; 

My father and my brother are my fates 
That drive me to my ruin, I hc}^ kneiv well 
1 was alive. Too well they knew how dear 
My Isabella—Oh, my wife no more ! 

How dear her love w^as to me—Yet they stood. 
With a malicious silent joy, stood by, 

And saw her give up all my happiness, 

The treasure of her beauty, to another; 
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'^lood l)\ , and saw her inairieil to another. 

Oh, cruel father! and unnatural brother’ 

Jiliall I not ti ll you that you have undone me ’ 

J have but to accuse vou of mv nroncfs, 

• i 

And then to fall forj^otten—Sleep or death 
Sits hea\y on me, and benumbs in\ pains: 
lather is welcome; but the hand of death 
W orks alway>^ sure, and best can elosi* my e>es. 

[/w7/ liinox. 

* f r- a M 


S( iiNL II.— n}{r,.csy .\hcii'\ liiit('\ a\/(-r/) on o < 010 // 

Lnlcr I sail' i i, \. 

I\a. Asleej) so soon! OIi, lia[)p\, bapp\ thou, 
vVlio thus can sleep ’ I nevi'r shall sU-cp more— 
Il’then to slei'p be be bji[)py, he, 

W ho sleeps the lon^e^l, is I he happiest ; 

Death is the lon^e^t sleej)—Oh, have a earcl 
Mischiel'u ill thiive ajiaee.—Ne\a'r uake more. 

[7V; liniox. 

If tbon didst e\er h)\e thy Isabella, 
d'o-moiTow imist be doomsday to th}'' peace. 

I’lic sight of hnn disarms even death itself. 

Ilie starting trans[)ort ol'new (jiuckcning life 
(lives just such hopes: and pleasure grows again 
With looking on him—Let rne look my last— 

Hut i.i a look enough for jiartiiig love ! 

'^iire I may take a kiss—W^hcre am I going ! 
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Help, help me, Villeroy • ^lountains and seas 
Divide your love, ncvir to meet my shame ! 

[T/zrows hr!self upon the flnoi ; aftcy a \hort 
pause she ; uiu's herself xipuu her dhow, 
Wliat will this battle of the brain do with me ! 

'I'bis little ball, tins ravaged province, long 

Cannot maintain--'I be globe of earth wants room 

And food for such a war—I bnd J am going— 
I'araine, plagues, and flames, 

Wide waste and desolation, do your work 
Upon the world, and tlien devour yourselves ! 

'i'be scene shifts last——and now ’tis bctti r 
with me; 

Conflicting passions have at last unhinged 

The great machine ! the soul itself seems changed ! 

Oh, ’tis a happy revolution here ! 

The ri'asoning faculties are all deposed, 

Judgment, and understanding, common-sense. 
Driven out as traitors to the public peace. 

Now 1 am revenged upon my mi’inory ! 

Her seat dug up, wliere all the im.iges 
Of a long mis-spent life were rising still. 

To glare a sad reflection of my crimes, 

And stab a conscience through them! You are 
safe. 

You monitors of mischief! What a change ! 

Ikater and better still! This is tiie infant state 
Of innocence, before the birth of care. 

My thoughts are smooth as the Elysian plains, 
Without a rub; the drowsy falling streams 
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Invitp \uc to tlieir slumbers. 

W’oultl I uiMc* landed there- 

into a chni). 

W hat iu)i.>e ^^a^ that i* A knoekiiii^ at the f^-ite ' 

ll may be \ illeroy-No matter \vlu», 

PiU. Come, Isabella, come.- 

Jsn. 11 .Ilk ! I am c.illed ! 

/)//•. You stay too loo;; from me. 

\ mail’s voiee ’ in my bed ! How came hr 
tlieie ? 

Nothing but \ill.m\ in this bad world ' [^Ilises. 

(/OvetiiiLt neiehhom s’ L^ood^, or m*ig]il)oiirs’ wives: 
Here’s jihysie lor 30 m ti'\er. 

[^Draii.s (I ^ (unl ifoiw Ifticiu'drd to the 

{'Dili h T 

j 

Hreathme a vein is the ohl lemedy. 

If husbands to heaven. 

Where do tlie) j;o th<it send them?—This to try- 

Y’/n.si In .dab fu7n, he rises; she knows 

htni^ and shrieks.^ 

What do I see ! 

Bir. Isalxilla, armed ! 

Isa. A^^aiiist my liusband’s life! 

Who, but the wretch, most reprobate to grace. 
Despair e’er harden’d for damnation, 

Could think of such a deed—Murder my husband ! 
Bir. Thou didst not think it. 

Lsa. Madness has brought me to the gates of hell. 
And there has lell me. Ob, the frightful change 
Of my distractions! Or is this interval 
Of reason !n.t to aggravate my woes, 
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To drive tile horror back witli greater I’oice 
Upf)ii my soLil, and flv me mad for ever? 

Jhr, Whv d()''t tlioii fly me ‘o'-' 
lsf{. I cannot In ar his sight; Distraction, come, 
l\)Sscss me all, and t;ikc im* to thyself! 

Shake oil thy chains, and liasteii to my aid; 

'riion art my only core-Like other friends, 

[le will not come to my necessities; 

Tlu n 1 must go to tind tlic tyrant out— 

Which is tlic maicst way? [^nianimg aid 

Jin. Loot Lal)clla ! she’s not in a condition 
d'o give me any comfort, ifslie could: 

Lost to herself^-as (juickly J sliall be 

d'o all the world-Horrors come fast around me, 

■\Iy mind is overcast—tlie gathering clouds 
Darken tlie prospect—1 approacli tlic brink, 

And soon must leaj) the precipice' ! Oh, heaven ! 

W hile yet my sensi's ari‘ my own, thus kneeling', 
Let me implore th}' mercies on ni) wife: 

Ilele ase her from her pangs; and if my reason, 
O’erwhelmed with miseries, sink hel'ore the tempest. 
Pardon those eiiines desjiair may bring upon me ' 


Killer i\nr.se. 

Isiiiisc. Sir, there is somebody at the door must 
needs speak with you; be will not tell bis name. 

Jin. 1 come to him. [/uv/ ynnsv. 

“Tis Bedford I suppose; he little knows 
Of what has happened here ; 1 w anted him, 

Must employ his ificiulsliip, and then- 
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IN jiK ^M'lfoxY io\r, oil lirr RV^ini.iNO l\l)^ 

?*IMISL'JN(: Beauty, men tlesery 

'rhe distant short', and long to prove 

Still licher in \iniety 

'File treasures of the laml of love. 

\\*o wtinicn, hLc weak rndians, stand 
Inviting From oiir goltlen ct;a>t 

I’lio wand’riiiLr rovers tt' oiir land ; 

But slie who trailes uilli them is 

W itii Innnhle vows tlu*y hv-t begin. 
Stealing misetni mlo tlu* heart; 

i>ut by pos>es‘>it)n ‘titled in, 

They qnicklj pl.i;. aruitlier pea L. 

For beads and baubles wt* resign. 

In ignorance, our shining store ; 

Oiscover nature’s richest mine. 

And yet tlie t3’r.ints will have more. 

Be wise, he wise, and do not tr)' 

Mow he can court, or you be won 

I'or love is but diseoverj'' ; 

VFhen tliut is made tin pleasare's done. 
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jjoR.v lOgg, — DIED 1747. 


Robert Blair was minister of tlie parish of Atliel- 
^taneforil, in East Lothian. Ilis son, who died not 
many years ago, was a very high legal character in 
Scotland. The eighteenth century has product d 
few specimens of blank vcrf>e of so powerful ami 
simple a character as that ol’ the (Jrave. It is a 
popular poem, not merely because it is religious, 
but because its language and imagery are free, 
natural, and picturesque. The latest editor of the 
poets has, with singularly bad taste, noted some of 
this author’s most nervous and expressive phrases 
as vulgarisms, among whieli he reckons that of 
friendship “ the solder ol’ society.” Blair may be 
a homely and even a gloomy poet in the eye of 
fastidious criticism; but there is a niascnL'ne and 
pronounced character even in his gloom and home¬ 
liness that kee])s it most distinctly apart from either 
dulness or vulgarity. His style pleases us like the 
powerful expression of a countenance w ithout regular 
beauty. 
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KHOM “ THE (;rav>:.” 

Whilst some aft’ect the sun, and some the slude, 
Some flee the city, some the hermitage; 

Their aims as various, as the roads they take 
In journeying through life;—the task he mine 
To paint tlic gloomy horrors of the tomb; 

Th* appointed place of rendezvous, where all 

These travellers meet.-Thy succours 1 implore, 

Eternal king! whose potent arm sustains 

The kc}s of hell and death.-1 he Cirave—dread 

thing I 

Men shiver when ihou’rt iiamM; Nature, appallM, 

Shakes off her w onted tirmnehs.-Ah ! how dark 

Thy long-extended realm^, and rueful wastes! 
Where nought but sdtaice ringu'', and night, dark 
night, 

Dark as was chaos, ere the infant sun 
Was roll’d together, or had tried his heains 

Athv^art the gloom profound.-The sieUy taper, 

By gliinm’ring through thy low-brow’d mist) vaults, 
(Furr’d rouiul with mouldy dam]js, and ropy slime) 
l.,ets fall a supernunu'raiy honor, 

Anti only serves to make thy night more irksome. 
Well do 1 know thee by tli) trii.'.ty \eu, 

(cheerless, unsocial jilunt; tli.n lo'.es to d.v.ell 
'Midst skulls and coffins, c[)itaphs and worms: 
NN'heie light-hct l’d ghosts, .md vLs/ofi.ir\ siiade*, 
l^curath the < (>id oioru. tame -i [mrtsi 
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Embodied, thick, perform tlicir mystic roui^a.'. 

No other merriment, dull tree, is thine. 

Sec yonder hallow’d fane ;—the pious work 
()i‘names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot, 

And buried ’midst the wreck oftliinjr*' which were' 
There lie iuterr’d the more i)lu‘«trious dead. 

'I’he wind is up : hark! liow it lion Is' Methinks 
'I'lil now I never heard a sound so dreary; 

Dv)ors creak, and windows clap, and night’s loul bird, 
Rook’d in the s[)ire, screams loud: the gloomy ailcs 
Black plaster’d, and hung round with shreds ol 
’scutcheons 

And tatter'll coats of arms, send back the sound 
Laden with heavier airs, fiom the low vaults. 

The mansions of tlie dead.-Rous’d from theiv 

slumbers. 

In glim array the grisly spectres lise, 

(Jrin horrible, and, obstinately sullen. 

Pass and repass, hush’d as the loot ol’ Nig lit. 

Again the screech-owl shrieks; imgracioo’ sound! 
I’ll hear no more ; it makes one’s blood run chill. 

Quite round the jnle, a row ol’reverend elms, 
((’oeval m ar will) that) all ragged sho'V, 

Long hi'-h’d by the rude winds. Some rift half ilow n 
'riieir braiiehless trunks; others so thin a-top, 

That seaiei* two crows could lodge in the same tree. 
Strange thhigs, the neighbours say, have Iia[)[)cird 
here ; 

Wild shrieks have Issued from the liollovv tombs: 
Dead men have come again, and walk’d about, 
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And the great hell has toll’d, iimung, untouchM, 
(Sucli tales tlicir cheer at nake or gossiping, 

W^hen it draws near to witching time of night ) 

Oft, in the lone church-yard at night l’\e >ec‘n, 
15y glimpse of nioon-sliine chetiuering ihroiiidi the 

ti I'es, 

The sehool-hov, ^xilh hi^ satchel in his hand, 
Whistling aloinl to hear his (‘oiiragt* ii[), 

And liglitly trijiping o’er the long flat stone-, 

(Willi nettles skirted, and with moss o’eigiown), 
I'hat tell Ml homely phrase who he heiow 
Sudden he starts, and hears, or thinks Im> iicars, 

'fhe sound of something {Mining at hi^ heels; 

I'lill fist he dies, and (hires not look behind Imn, 
'rill out oflireathlu om'i tal.i's liis Ui'low'; 

Who gatlu r round, and wonder at th(‘ tale 
Of horrid a|){)anti()n, tail and ghastly. 

That walks at dead ot’night, or takes Im stand 
O’er some new ojien’d grave; and (siiaoge tf) tell!) 
r.vanislies at erowmg of the cock. 

Invidious grave '—how dost tliou rend in suiidcM 
\\'hom love has knit, and sy,apathy made one ? 

A tie more sluhhorn l.ir than nature’s hand. 
Friendship! mysteiions cement ol'the soul; 
Svvectner of life, and solder ol'society, 

I owe thee much. 1'hou hast deserv’d from me. 
Far, far beyond what 1 can ever pay. 

Oft have I prov’d the labours of thy love, 

\ncl the warm eflbrts of the gentle heart, 
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Anxious to please.—Oli! v\lien my iVienil aiul I 
111 some thick wood have warulerM heedless on. 

Hid from the vulffur eye, and isat us> dv)wn 
Upon the slopin*; cowslip-cover’d bank. 

Where the pure limpid stream has slid along 
In grateful errors through the underwood, 

Sweet murmuring; methought the shrill-tonguM 
thrush 

Mended his song of love ; the sooty blackbird 
Mellow’d his pipe, and soften’d every note: 

I'he eglantine sniellM sweeter, and the rose 
Assum’d a dye more deep ; wlulst ev’ry flower 
Vied with its fellow jiiant in luxury 

Of dress.-Oh! then, the longest summer’s day 

Seem’d too, too much in haste : still the full heart 
Had not imparted hali': twas ha[)piness 
Too exiiuisite to last. Of joys departeil. 

Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
««■««««•• 

Beauty—thou pretty jilaything, dear d- eeit, 

That steals so softly o’er the stripling’s heart, 

And gives it a new pulse, unknown before, 

The grave discredits thee: thy charms expung’d. 
Thy roses faded, and thy lilies soil’d, 

What hast thou more to boast of? Will thy lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage : 
Metbinks I see thee with thy head low laid, 

Whilst surfeited upon thy damask cheek 
The high fed worm, in lazy volumes roll’d, 

KioU unscar’d.-For this, was all thv caution.^ 

* w 
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I'or ihiv, tliy j)ainrn] Liboni^ iit tl»\ 

I ' improM’ tliosc t hanii", aiul llu'ni in ii'pair, 

For which the spoiler thanks thee not. I'oul I'cedcr, 
C'oaise tare and carnon please thee i'lill as well, 

And Il.inc as keen a reh'-h on the sen^e. 

Look how' the I’air one Wv'eps'—tin* t’oiecioiis tears 
Stand thick a^* dew-drops on the !n‘lls of llow’rs: 
Honest elih'ion! ihe swoll’n heart in vain 
Works liaid to put a i;loss on its distrc'-s. 

Sure ti'' u serious thin*; t(» die! Mv soul, 

W'liiit a strani»e nionu nt niusi u he, lien niair 
7'hV jniiriK v’s end, tlion hast llic ealf in \icw ' 

I’hat aw lid i;idf no mortal t'’er repars’d 
To tell what’s doini; on tlie other .sidi'. 

Niiture runs hack, and shudders the .-iiiht, 

And evi'i’v lilt-strin*^ bleeds at thoiiehts cl parting; 
Tor part tlu‘^ must: liotly and s(,iil must put, 

Tond couj)le ; link’ll more elose than wetided ])air. 

"J his wniiTs its wav to its ahni^htv soniee. 

The witnes-' of its action*^, now its judee; 

That (hops into the dark and noisome j^rave. 

Like a disabled [liteher of no use. 


kell iis, ve deail, w ill none of \()u, in pity 
d'o those you left behind, disclose the secret ? 

Oil ! that some eoiirteous ^diost would blah it out; 
What tis you are, and w'c must sliortiv be. 

Tve heard, that souls departed liave sometimes 


k'orewarn’d men of tlieir death :—'Tivas kintllv done 


^OL IV. 


r 
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To knock, and give the alarm.—But what means 


Tliis stinted charity ?—*'J’is hut lame kindness 


That does it> work by halves.—Why might you not 
Tell us wijat ’tis to (lie? do the strict laws 


Of your society 1‘orhid your sjieaking 
U[)on a point so nice } —I’ll ask no more: 

Sullen, like lamps in se])ulchres, your shine 
I'uilightens but yourselves. W ell, ’tis no matter; 

A very little time will clear up all, 

And make us learuM as you are, and as close. 
Death’s shafts fly thick:—Here lulls the village* 


swain, 

And there his pamper’d lord.—The cup goes round : 
And who so artful as to put it by ! 

’Tis long since death had the majority; 

Yet strange! the living lay it not to heart. 

See yonder maker of the dead man’s bed, 

The sexton, hoary-headed chronicle, 

Of hard unmeaning lace, down which ne’er stole 

A gentle tear; with mattock in his hand 

Digs through whole row's of kindred ami acquaint¬ 


ance, 

By tar h is juniors.-Scarce a skull’s cast up. 

But well he knew its owner, and can tell 

Some passage of his life.-Thus hand in hand 

The sot has walk’d with death twice twenty years; 
And yet ne’er yonker on the green laughs louder. 
Or clubs a smuttier talc :—When drunkards meet, 
None sings a iiicrier catch, or lends a hand 
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!Morc willing to his cup.—Poor wretch’ he minils 
not 

That soon sonic tru>ty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him nhat he has done for thousands. 

Poor man !—how lK 4 )py once in thy lii'st state ! 
When >et hut warm fiom thv threat Maker’s hand, 
He stamp'd thee with his image, and, \\(‘ll pleas’d, 
Smil’d on Ids last fair work.—Tlien all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the soul serene; 

Like two sweet instruments, ne’er tint of tune, 
That play their several parts.—Nor head, nor Iieart, 
Offer’d to ache: nor was there cause tliey slmuld; 
For all was pure within: no fell remorse, 

Nor anxious eastings-up of what might he. 

Alarm’d his peaceful hosoin.— Slimmer seas 
Show not more smooth, when kiss'd l)y southern 
w inds 

Just ready to exjiire—scarce importun’d. 

The generous sod, w ith a luxurious hand. 

Offer’d tin: \arious produce of tlie }ear, 

And ev’r\ thing most perfect in its kind. 

Blessed ! thriei* blessed dn\s!—Pint ah ’ how short ’ 
BlessM as the jileasing duMins o( liol\ men ; 

Ihit fugitiNc I'ke tho'-e, and ipiiekly gone. 

Oh! slipji’ry ^tate of things.—What sudden turns! 
VV^hat straiiifc vicissitiulcs in the first leal 

Of man’s sad history!-I'o-day most liappy, 

And ere to-morrov\'’s sun has set, most abject. 
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How scant the space between tliese vast extremes 
'rims far’d it with our sire :—Not long h’ enjoy’d 
His paradise.—Scarce Ijad tlie happy tenant 
Of the fair spot, due time to prove its sheets, 

Or sum them up, when straight he must he gone. 

Ne'er to return again.-And must he go ? 

Can nought compound for tlic lirst dire offence 

Of erring man?-Like one tlnit is condemn’d, 

Lain would he trifle time with idle talk. 

And parley with liis fate.-lliit tis in vain. 

Not all the lavish odours oftlie [)lacc. 

Offer’d in incense, can procure his [)ardou, 

Or mitigate Ids doom.-A ndghty angel, 

VVitli flaming sword, forbids his longer stay, 

And drives the loiterer forth; nor must he take 
One last and farewell round. 

* * * * ^ ^ Sure the last end 

Of the good man is peace!—How calm liis exit I 
Niglit-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soli. 

Behold 1dm in the evening-tide of life, 

A life well-spent, whose early care it was 
H is riper years should not upbraid Ids green: 

By un[)erceiv’d degrees lie wears away; 

Yet, like the sun, seems larger at his setting. 

High in Ids faith and hopes), look how he reaches 
After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That’s liampcrM, struggles hard to get away : 
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Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide expanded 
J'o let new glories in, the Hrst fair fruits 
Of the fast-coming harvest.—Then, oh then ! 
r.ach earth-born joy grog's \ile, or disaj)pcars, 
Shrunk to a thimr of noimht.—Oh ! how he lonirs 
To have his pas>port sign’d, and he (liMiiijns’d ! 

’I'is done! anti n()\\ he’s happy!—The glad soul 
Has not a wish uncrown’d.—Ev’n the lag llesh 
ilests too in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, ne\er to sunder more. 

Nor shall it hope in vain:-The time draws on 

\\'lien not a single spot of burial earth. 

Whether on land, or in the spacious sea, 
r>ut must give back its long-committed dust 
Inviolate:—and f.iithtullv shall the.se 
.Make uj) the full account; not the Ica^t atom 
I^]nil)ez/rd, or mihlaid, of the whole tale. 

Each soul shall have a body ready iurnish’d; 

And each shall have his own.—Hence, ye profane 
Ask not, how' this can l)c ?—Sure tlu‘ same pow’r 
I’hat rear’d the j)iecc at first, and took it down, 
C!an rc-asseml)le the loose scatter’d parts, 

And })iit tliem as the}' vycre.—Almighty (iod 
Has done much more; nor is his arm impair’d 
Throufdi length of days: And what he can, he will 
His faithfulness stands bound to see it done. 

When the dread trum[)Ct sounds, the slumb’ring du> 
(Not unattentive to the call) shall wake: 

And cv’ry joint possess its proper jdacc, 
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With a n(?w cicjjfunce of form, unknown 

To its first state.-Nor shall the conscious .“souI 

Mistake its partner, hut amidst the crowd 
SinglinfT its other Iialf, into its arms 
Shall rush w ith all tlf ini))atienc<‘ of a man 
That’s new come home, and, having long been absent, 
With haste runs over ev’ry ditVerent room. 

In pain to sec the whole. Thrice happy meeting! 
Nor time, nor death, shall ever part them more. 
’Tis but a night, a long and moonh ss night; 

We make the grave our bed, and then are gone. 

Thus, at the shut of ev’u, the wearv biul 
L.cavcs the wide air, and in some lonely brake 
Cow’rs down, and dozes till the daw n of da^, 

Then claps his wcll-fledg’d wings, and hears awav. 
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i 1 is siiitjiil.ir 'li.it a subject of’such beautiful unit}', 
(livivibilit \, ,»M (1 proi^ressivo intere^t as tlie (U\^cri[)- 
tion if I be \e.ir should not lia\e been .i|i])r*)prlatecl 
by am poi t bi f'ore 'riiomson ' ^Ir. 'I v'iinni;, the 
translator of Xristotle’s I’oetic'^, aflnbutes iMe ab- 
'^em i* ol'poof rv dcNn^/- d f o pure* rural and pietui c'scpie 
desfi-ijition inuM,.; *!ie aiu’ients, to ibe abseiua' or 
inipi i iv ( t ;on oi tlu' art ol'landscape pamtinu^. d'lie 
(rrei'lx.s, bi- obsri' e-i, bad no 4 bom sons bcca‘'se tlu. \ 
bad no ('^uldl•-. I ndoiibfedly tbe\ n’cri* not blind 
to tbo In I'i'o of’natural sceneiy ; lint their di'serip- 
iio'is ot I'lial (Oi)e(ts are almost al v\ ays "vx bat maybe 
c.dled sensual (b s< : iptions, evbibuiu”; e remnstanee.s 
of’ c irpomal dt' ^lil, such as bria xa;s to fan tJie body, 
sp,it';s to (.ool 'be feet, '’rass to rojiose tbe limbs, 
OI o.ts to resale the taste and smell, ratiu'r than 
obji ' ts oi eoutemjil.itive plea'Uie to the i*x,e and 

J ' ' 1 1 l.illllsoll's «’\1( IISIDII (>1 Ills s|||,jC( t ll) file lldlc >, 

-I I Ml" ' ' I'.Mi In I'll .111 .ifli'i-I.Is III lici^.ni \M>li (lir Iasi ol 
SI ' .Ills U is saiil tli.it Ik 'oii ioia tin l.'si ili'simi ot lio 
nil,(‘‘ I lioi'i .1 jiiicin on Winti'i, In .i M.. Itw KIi Idm \ iclo ilir 
Ccn.suia I.iti r.ii i.i, vol li. nlu'K- iIkti I" in .nimsin;; I'str.u I from 
ihn lirst .mil sjuloikI otlitimi ul I InmisiMi s Wuiin 1 li.ivc sm-ii 
an Iiiigltsh pootii, intillcil tliL Sc.isons, mIiilIj xx.is pnbliahcti 
oarliiT (I lliiiik) llian tliobr nl Thomson ; Iml it is so iiisigiiiAcant 
that it ma^? b« tloubtcd il Thomson ever licard ol'it. 
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imagination. I'Vom the time of Augustus, wlien, 
according to IMiny, landscape painting was first 
cultivated, ])iclures(|uc images and di'scriptions of 
prospects seem to have become more c'oinmon. Hut 
on tlio whole there is much more studied and de¬ 
tailed description in modern than in ancient poetry, 
'i’here is bcsidi!s in Thomson a ])iire theism, and a 
spirit of ]diilant]iropy, which, though not unknc' n 
to classic anti([iiity, was not familiar to its popular 
breast. I'he religion of the aneii ots was hi'antifiil 
ill fietion, hut not in sentiment. It liad revi’ah il the 
most volnjitnons and terrifie ageneiis to poetiy, hul 
had not taught her to eonteinplate nature as one 
grc'at image of Divine luMiignity, or her er(*atures as 
the ohjeets of eonijirehensive human s\ mjialli}'. 
Hefore popular poetry could assume this character, 
Christianity.j philosophy, and freedom, must have 
civili/i'd the human mind. 

Habits of early admiration teaeli us all to look 
hack upon tliis jioet as the favourite companion 
of our solitary walks, ami as the anti.nr who 
lias first or chiefly reflected hack to our minds a 
licightened ami refined sensation of the delimit 
which rural scenery affords us. 'flic judgment of 
cooler \eais may somevvhat abate our estimation 
of him, thougli it will still leave us the essential 
features of liis poetical cliaracler to abide tlu' test 
of reflet'tion. The unvaried pomp of his diction 
suggests a most unfavourable comparison with the 
manly and idiomatic simplicity ol‘ Cow^per, at the 
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i‘(inic time lilt* pcrviulini^ spirit and reeling ol‘ his 
pectiv is ill general more bland and deli^htl’nl than 
that of hi> i:ri.‘at ii\al in rural do'^eiijition. Thom- 
bon Mfiiis to eontiMiiplate the creation ^^ilh an eye 
of uiKjualitied |)h-a^iire and ecsfa''V, and to love its 
iiihahitants witli a loftv and halloucd fet-liii': of 
reh^noii.s iMppiness; (’ouper has also hi'^ philan- 
lhro|)\, hut it is d.ished with reliLrioii'^ tiuTors', and 
Mitli themes of satire, regret, and reprehension. 
C’ou pel ’s imaLre ol'nature is more cmioiish' distinct 
and familiar, d'liouison carries our associations 
through a wider circuit of spi'cadation and sym- 
patln. Hi'^ toucin s caurol lu‘ more laithiul than 
('owper’s, ])ut tlu'\ an* more soft and sch i I, and 
Ic's distuihed l)^ tlu* mfrii'-ion of homelv’ ohjc'cts. 

pel w.is cerlainlv miicli iudi-hti d to !iim, and 
thoiii:;h he I'lesate-N Ids st\le with niort' icsci\e and 
jud^meut than his predecessor, \er in his hi;^hest 
moments he sc'cius to let.iin an imitative remem- 
brance of Idiu. It is almost stale to remailv the 
beautii's of a poem so uni\(‘rsally I'elt , the tiuth and 
genial interest witii which lie carries ns through tlie 
life of the \ear; the harmonv of succession whicJi 
he to tlie casual [ilieiiomeiia ol’nature; his 

pleasing transition from native to foreign scenery; 
and the svuil of exalted and unfeigned heiu'volencc 
Inch accompanies his prospects of'tlie t reatioii. It 
IS luit cfjua! justice to Siiy, tliat amidst the feeling and 
fan'-y ot the Se.isons, w'e meeti with intej nipt ions nf 
duciamaliuii, heavy narrative, and unhappy iligics- 
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sion—with a parliclion cl(K|ucnce that tlirows a 
counterfeit ^low of exprcihion on eornmon-place 
ideas—wlim lie treats us to the solemnly' ridiculous 
bathing of iMusidora; or draws from the cla.^sics in¬ 
stead of nature ; or, after invokini,^ Inspiration from 
her Iiermit-^eat, makes liis deilieator}' hovv to a 
patronizing^ countess, or spi'aker ot the House of 
Commons. As lonj^ as lie dwells in rlie pure eon- 
templation of nature, and aj)pea!> to tlu* universal 
poetry ol‘ the human breast, lii^ redundant stHc 

comes to us as something venial and adventitioii- 

it is the Howiiui v esturi' of the druid; and perhajis 
to the jreneral experience is rathei imposinj^: but 
when he n tunis to the familiar narrations or com lesies 
of life, the same diction ceases to seem tin' mantle 
of ins[)lration, and only strikes us hy its iiiuvieldy 
difference 1‘rom tin* common costume of expression, 
lietvveen the jieriod of his eomposiiig the Seie^ons 
and the Castle of Indolence, lie uroti* sevei.il works, 
whieli s(*em lianllv to aceoid uitli tlie im|uovi‘mcnl 
and maturity of his tiste exhibited m the kuter pro¬ 
duction 'I'o the (’astle of Indolence In* brought 
not only tlie full nature, but the perfeet art of a 
poet, 'riie materials of that exquisite jioem aro 
derived originally from Tasso; hut lie wa-^ more 
immediately indebted ibr them to the I'airv (^iicen; 
and in meeting with the jiaternal spiiii of Spenser 
be seems as i( he were admitted more intimately to 
the liomo ol' inspiration. There he redeemed the 
jejune ambition of his style, and retained all its 
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wealth anil luxury without the accompaniiuent of 
ostentation. Kvcry stanza oftliat charininj; allegory, 
at Iea‘it of the whole of the lirst part of it, gives out 
a group ol’iniago'i from which the mind i^ reluctant 
to part, and a flow of'harmoiu uhich the earwislies 
to hear u’[)eated. 


rilK ( ASI'LK OK INOOI.KMK. 

< VMO J. 

O MoiiTAi. man, who livest here I)v toil, 

Do not complain of this thv hard estate; 

That life an emmet thou must cvim* moil, 

Is a sad ^enteiu'e of an ancient date; 

And, Lerte-^, there is for it reason griMt ; 

Tor,though >ometimes itinakes thee weepand wail. 
And curse tli\ star, and early drudge and late, 
AV'ithouten that would come an heavier hale, 
Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river’s side, 

With woody hill o’er hill encompass’d round, 

A most enchanting w izard did abide, 

Than whom a hend more fell is no wliere found. 
It was, ] ween, a lovely spot of ground : 

.\.nd there a season atween .lime and Mav, 

Half prankt with spring, with summer half nn- 
brow n’d, 

A listless climate made, where, sooth to ‘^ay, 

No living wight could work, ne cared i v’n for play. 
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Was nought around but images of rest : 
Slcep-sootliing groves, and quiet lawns between ; 
And flowery bed^^ tliat slumberous influence kest, 
I'rom ])op|)ies breatJi'd; and bed.^ of pleasant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen. 
Meantime unnumbered glittering streamlets play’d, 
And hurled t'very-where their watei^ sheen ; 
'^riiat, as tliey Ijieker’d thiough the sunny glade, 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur 
made. 

Join’d to the prattle of the purling iill>, 

Were heard the lowing herds ahmg the \ale, 

And flocks loud-bleating liom the distant hills. 
And vacant shepherds piping i«i the dale : 

And now and then sweet IMiilomel would wail. 

Or stock-doves plain :imid tlie forc'st deo}). 

That drowsy rustled to tlie sighing gale ; 

And still a coil the gja^'>li<)pj)er did keeji; 

Vet all tliese sounds yhlent inclined all to ^l^ ' j). 

Tull in the passage of the vale, aliove, 

A sable, silent, solemn fbrt'st stood ; 

Where nought hut shad(»w y forms w as seen to move, 
As Idlest fancied in her dreaming mood ; 

And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, aye waving to and fro. 

Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; 

And where this valley w inded out, below, 

The murmuring main was hcaril, and scarce!} heard, 
to flow'. 
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A land of drowsy-lioad it n a'?, 

()l’du\nn'' that wavo hcloro tho half-i'liiit t'M'; 
Am] of ^a\ t‘mtlos in tlu‘ clouds rliat pa*;'', 
lujr c\cr Hu^lnni; round a ^umnlcr-^k^ 

'I’licrc ckc the ^oft dt'li^lits, that witch n^l^'' 

Instil a A\anton sweetnos thioiiL:li tiu* hreast. 
And the c.dni pleasure, alwa\s ho\cr’d ninh ; 
IJuL whate’er ‘>niackM ol no\ancc*, (w unri-st, 

W as fai, l‘ar olfcxpcll’d from tins delicious nest. 

d'he landskip sueli, insj)irini^ perfect easi', 

W here Indolence (for so tlie wizard Inelit) 
C’lose-hid his castK' mid cinhowt'rinjr trees*, 

That hall’shut oul tlu* heaiiis of Plnelms hri'jlit, 
And made a knul oi cdieckiu’d da\’ and m<'ht; 

» O 

-Meanwhile, unceasuiL; at the iiias^v j^ale. 

Beneath a spinous palm, the uic’ked w ifiht 
W as placM ; aiui lo Ins lute, of cruel late, 

And labourharsh,complain’d, lamentniL: man’s estate. 

'riiither continual j)ilgrims crowded still, 

From all the roads of earth that jntss there by: 
I'or, as they chaunc'd to breathe on neighbouring 
hill. 

The freshness of this \alley .sinoic their eye. 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 

Till clustering round th’enchanter false they hung, 
Ymolten with his syren melody; 

Wliile o’er th’ enfeebling lute his hand he Hung, 
And to the trembling diords thcae tempting \^rses 
sung: 
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“ Behold ! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 

Sec all but man with uncarn’d pleasure gay: 

See her bright robes the butterH}^ unfold, 

Broke from her wintery tomb in prime of May ! 
What youthful bride can equal her array ? 

Who can with her for easy pleasure vie ? 

From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray, 
From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 

Is all slie Ini'i to do beneath U»e radiant sky. 

“ Behold the merry minstrels of the morn, 

The swarming songsters of the careless grove. 
Ten thousand throats ! that fioin the flowering 
thorn, 

Hymn their good God, and carol sweet of love. 
Such grateful kindly raptures them eniove 
They neither plough, nor sow: iie, lit for dail. 
E’er to the barn the noddmir slu'avi's tlicx drove; 
Yet theirs each harvest dancing in tlie g de, 
Whatever crowns the hill, oi siiiiles along i!ie vale. 

“ Outcast of nature, man ! the uretched thrall 
Of bitter dropping sweat, of sweUr\ pain, 

Ol caris that eat away thy luMit with gall. 

And ol the vices, an inhuman train, 

That all proceed from savage thirst of gain; 

For when hard-hearted Interest lirst began 
To poiso I earth, Astnea left the jilain; 

Guile, violence, and murder seiz’d on man. 

And, for soft milky streams, with blood the rivers 
ran. 
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“ Como, yc, ulio still the cumborous load of life 
Push liard up hill ; but as the farthest steep 
You trust to gain, and put an end to strife, 
Down thunders back the stone with iniglity 
sw eep, 

And burls your labours to tbe valley deep, 
For-ever vain : eoiiie, and, without on fee, 

I in oblivion will your sorrows steep, 

Your cares, ^ our toils, will steep you in a sea 
Of full delight: O come, ye weary wights, to me! 

“ With me, you need not li^e at t'arly dawn. 

To pass the joyless d.i\ in various stouiuls: 

Or, louting low, on upstart foitune fiiwn, 

And sell fair iionour lor some paltry pounds; 

Or through the city take your dirty roumN, 

To cheat, and dun, and lie, and visit pay, 

Now flattering bast', now- gi\iiig secret wounds: 
Or ju'owl in I'ourts of law for human prey. 

In venal senate thieve, or mb on bioail highway. 

“ No eockv, with me, to rustic lahoiir call, 

I'Vom \illage on to Mliai:e soundiiiij clear: 

To tard) swain no slirill-\ouM matrons srpiall; 
No ilogs, no babes, no wim-s, to stun your car; 
No hammers thump, no hoiiid blacksmith fear, 
Ne noisy tradesmen \our swei't slumbers start, 
W'lth sounds that are a misery to hear: 

But all i.s calm, as would delight the heat I 
Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 
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“ r Irrr nniinlit but candour reigns, indiili^ciit case, 
(joodualiu’M loungil){^^ sauntering up and down. 
They who arc [)lcas’d themselves must always 
please ; 

On others’ ways they never squint a frown, 

Nor heed what haps in lianilet or in town : 

Thus, from the source of tender indolence, 

W ith milky blood the heart is overHown, 

Is sooth’d and sweeten’d liy the social sense; 

I'or interest,envy,pi ide,and strii'e arcbanish’dhenct. 

“ W'liat, what is vlitne, but re}n)sc of mind, 

A pure ethereal calm, tliat knows no storm; 
Above the teach of wild ambition’s wind, 

Above the passions that this world deibrm. 

And torture man, a proud malignant worm I 

15ut licve, instead, soft gales of passion pla\, 

■ 

And gently stir the heart, thereby to form 
A f|uieker sense (d' jo} ; as breezes stray 
Aeross tlf enliven’d skies, and make them ^ till more 

“ The best of men have ever lov’d repos(*: 

Tliey hate to mingle in the fdtliy fray; 

W'^bere the soul sours, and gradual rancour grow - 
Imbitter’d more from peevish day to day. 

Ev’n those whom Tame has lent her fairest i:u. 
The most renown’d of worthy wights of yore, 
From a base world at last have stol’n away : 

So Scipio, to the soft Cumaean shore 
Ketiring, tasted joy lie never knew before. 
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“ Hut if a little exercise you choose, 

Some zest for ease, *tis not forbidden hero. 
Amid the ‘proves you may indidi^e tlie Muse, 

Or tend the blooms, and deck the \crnal year; 
Or softly stealing, with M)ur watery gear, 

Along thr l)rook, the crims()n-''potted fry 
You may delude: the wlnlst, anuis’d, vou hear 
Now the lioarsc stream, and now tlie zephyr 
sigh, 

\ttuned to the birds, and woodland melod\. 

“ () grievous folly ! to Iieap up estate. 

Losing llic dnys you see beneath the sun ; 

M hen, sudden, comes l)Iind unrelenting fate, 
And gi\('s tir untasted portiem >ou have won, 
With rutlili'ss toil, and iuan’\ a wia teh undone, 
To tho'^e who mock > (ai gom- to riuto’s reign. 
There' with i.id e,liost^ to pine, and shadows dun 
lint sure it i'> of vanities most vain, 

'J’o toil ibi what vou here iiiitoiling may obtain.” 

He ceas'd. lJut still their tremhling ears retain’il 
'The deep vibrations of his witching song; 

'flial, by a kind of magic jiowcr, constrain’d 
To enter in, pell-mell, tlie listening throng. 
Heaps pour’d on heaps, and yet they ''hpt along, 
In silent ease: as when beiu'atli the beam 

t 

Of summer-moons, the ilistant woods among, 

Or by some flood all silver’d with the gleam, 

The soit-embodied fays through air\ portal stream • 
\ ui.. IV. ii 
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By tlie smooth demon so it orderM was, 

And here his baneful bounty first began: 

Though some there were who would not further 
pass, 

And his alluring baits suspected han, 

'I’hc wise distrust the too fair spoken man. 

Yet through the gate they cast a wishful eye 
Not to move on, perdie, is all they can; 

For do their very best they cannot H}", 

Hut often each way look, and often sorely sigh. 

When this the watchful wicked wizard saw, 

With sudden spring he leapM upon them straight; 
And soon as foucliM by his unhallow’d paw, 

'I'lie}'^ found themselves within the cursed gate ; 
Full hard to be repass’d, like that of fate. 

Not stronger w'crc of old th<» giant crew, 

Who sought to })ull high dove from regal state ; 
Though, feeble wretch, he seem’d of sallow hue 
Ccrtes, who hides his grasp, will that encounter rue. 

For wliomso’er the villain takes in hand, 

Their joints iinknit, their sinews melt apace; 

As lithe thej^ grow' as any willow-wand. 

And of their vanish’d force remains no trace: 

So when a maiden fair, of modest grace, 

In all her buxom blooming May o/charms, 

Is seized in some losel’s hot embrace, 

Slie waxetli very weakly as she warms, 

Then sighing yields her up to love’s delicious harms. 
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W.ikM by flic croud, slow from his bench arose 
A comely full- jireail porter, swoln with sleep: 

II is calm. l)road, thoughtless asj)ect breath’d repose; 
And in ti)rpor lie was plunijed deep, 

Ve (’ould Iiini^elf from ci'a'^ekss pawning’ keep; 
While o’er In', t'u's rlie ilrou sy liipior ran, 
"rhrou^!i which ln\ liall'-'vakM .'.old wooKl faintly 


peej) 

Then takiip;: his Iilack stall’he eallM Ins man, 

And rous’d Inni'-i’lfas mueh ;i: jou^e himself he can. 


Tlu' lad leap’ll ll*;lith at his masti r’s call. 

He waN, to weet, a litti ■ ro.^ui-h pai^e, 

Savi.‘ shop and p!av who minded noiiLrht at all, 
lake mo.'^i llie imt.u'eiii stiiplinas of his at^e. 
This ho' he Ki'j't eacii hand to divenj^age, 

(hn tei-' o'od hn' kli ^ task lor him unfit, 

Ihit ill-hi'cnminL, iiis Liiave pt i''.t.iioe, 

And which h! j)!)rti\ paunch '\ould nol permit, 
So this '.ame linihi.r pa^i^e to all performed it. 

iMeantime llu' master-porter wide di.spKi) d 
(/real .'.ton' ol’eaps, of .slippers, .md of'^owns; 
Wherewith he those that enter’d in, array’d 
I.oo.se, a.s the hree/e that plays aloii*:^ the rlowiis, 
And w aves the summer-wooils w hen evenintrfrowns 

iP 

(.) fair undri ss, best dress ! it checks no vein, 
liut (‘Very flowing limb in pleasure drowns, 

And heightens ease with gr.icc. 'I'his done, ilijlit 
fain, 

^ir porter sat lu’m down, and turn’d to .sleep again. 

g 2 
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Thus easy rob’d, they to the fountain sped, 

That in the middle of the court up-threw 
A stream, hij^h spouting from its liquid bed, 

And falling back again in drizzly dew: 
Thcreeach deep draughts, as deep he thirsted, drew. 
ft was a fountain of nepenthe rare : 

Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge pleasaunce 
grew. 

And sweet oblivion of vile earthly care ; 

I'air gladsome waking thoughts, and joyous dream" 
more fair. 

'fhis rite perform'd, all inly pleas’d and still, 
Withouten tromp was proclamation made. 

‘‘ Ye sons of Indolence, do what you will; 

And wander where yon list, through hall or glade’ 
He no man’s pleasure Ibr another staid ; 

Let each as likes him best his hours employ, 

And curs'd be he w ho minds his neighbour s trade ' 
Here dwells kind case and unrepro\ing jey : 
fie little merits bliss who others can annoy." 

Strait ol’ these endless numbers, swarming round, 
As thick as idle motes in sunny ray. 

Not one eftsoons in view was to be found, 

But every man stroll’d ofl* his own glad way, 

Wide o’er this ample court’s blank area. 

With all the lodges that thereto pertain’d, 

No living creature could he seen to stray; 

While solitude and perfect silence reign’d : 

So that to think you dreamtyou almost w as constrain'd. 
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As when a shepherd of tlie Ilcbrid-isles, 

Plac’d far amid tlie melancholy main, 

(Whether it be lone fancy him bcijuilcs; 

Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 
To stand embodied, to our senses plain) 

Secs on the naked hill, or valley low, 

The wliiNt in ocean Plirebus di[)s his wain, 

A va>t iiN^'embly moving to and fro; 
d'hen all at once in air dissolves the wondrous shon 

Ve gods of cpiiet, and of sleep profound ! 

Whose soft dominion o’er this castle sways. 

And all the m idi'ly-silent places round. 

Forgive me, il'my trembling pen disjihus 
W hat nevei vet was Mum in mortal lays. 
lJut how shall I attemjit such arduous string, 

I who have spent my nights and nightly da^s 
In this soul-deadening place, loose-loitering? 

Ah ! how shall 1 for this uprear my molted wing '> 

Come on, my Muse, nor stoop to low ilesp.n’r, 
'riioii imp of dove, touch’d by celestial tire ! 
TIh)u yet shalt sing of war, and actions fair. 
Which the bold sons of Hritain will inspire; 

Of ancient bards tliou yet shall sweep the lyre; 
Tliou yet shall tread in tragic pall the stage, 
Paint love’s (Michanting woes, the hero’s ire, 

The sage’s culm, the patriot’s nolile rage, 
Dashing corruption down through every worthless 
ag.. 
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The doors, that knew no shrill aiarniini» hell, 

Ne cursed knocker plyM i)\ villain’s hand, 
Sclf-open’d iino liuih, u!i: re, uho cm tell 
What cIc^ iTK c a;ul i^ian leur wide e\])and, 

The [)ri(le ol'I’mlvcy and ol'Jk'r.viii land? 

Soft (pults on tpiihs, on carpets carpcds spread, 
And couclies stretch’d around in seemly band; 
And endless jiillows risi* (o jiroj) the head; 

So that each spacious room \\as one lull-swelling bed 

And every where huge co\er‘il tables stood. 
With wines high llavour’d and rich viands crownhi 
Whatever sprightly juice or tasteful food 
On the green bosom of this earth arc found. 

And all old ocean genders in his round: 

Sonic hand unseen these silently display’d, 

Evhi undcmaiuled by a sign or sound ; 

You need but wish, and, instanllv obeyM, 

Fair rang’d the dishes rose, and thick th^ cia_v. 
jilayM. 

Here freedom reign’d, without tlie least all()\ , 
Nor gossip’s tale, nor ancient inaiilen’s gall, 

Nor saintly spleen durst murmur at our joy. 

And wdth envenom’d tongue our pleasures pail. 
For why ? there ivas hut one great rule I'or all; 
To wit, tliat each should work his own desire, 
And cat drink, study, sleep, as it may I’all, 

Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, 

And carol wliat, unhid, the Muses might inspire. 
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The rooms with costly tapestry were hum:, 
W’liere was inwovL'ii iiiaiiy a "cMUle tale; 

Such as otOld tlie rural poets siitiij, 

Or ol' Arcadian or Sicilian \ale: 

Rcclinini; lo\crs, in the loncl}' dale, 

I’our’d toith at large the swci’th-toitur’d heart; 
Or, sighing tender passion, swell’d the gale. 

And taught charin'd echo to resound their smart ; 
^VhiIc flot‘k^, woods, streams, around, repose and 
peaci' impart. 

I'hose pleas’d the most, where, hy a cunning hand, 
Dopainteil was the [latriarchal age; 

What time Dan Ahraham left the Chaldee land, 
And pastur il on (iom vc'idant stage to stage. 
Where lields and t'onntaiiis IVi'sh eouhl best engage. 
Toil was not then. Of nothing look they heed, 
lUit with wild beasts the silvan war to wage. 

And o’er vast plains their Iierds and llocks to feed ; 
Hlcst sons of nature they ^ true golden age indeed! 

Sometimes toe pencil, in ccml airy halls, 

Hade the gay bloom ol‘vernal landscapes rise, 

Or autumn’s varied shades imbrown the walls: 
Now the black tempest strikes th’astonish’d cj'cs, 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flics; 
The trembling sun now pla^s o’(*r ocean blue, 
And now rude mountains frowm amid the skies; 



Or savage Rosa dash’d, or learned Poussin drew. 
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Each sound too liere, to lan;^uisliiiient inclin’d. 
Lull’d the weak bosom, and induced case, 

Aerial music in tlie warblinj' wind, 

At distance risiiif^ oft by small degrees, 

Nearer and nearer came, till o’er the trees 
It hung, and breath’d such soul-dissolving airs, 
As did, alas ! witli soft perdition please: 
Entangled deej) in its enchanting snares. 

The listening heart i’urgot all duties and all cares. 

A certain music, never known before, 

Here lull’d the pensive mel.inclioly mind; 

Eull easily obtain’il. Heho\es no more, 
lJut sidelong, to the gently-waving wind. 

To lay the well-tun’d instrument reclin’d ; 

Erom which, with airy Hying fingers light, 
Hcyoiid each mortal touch the most ridin’d. 

The god of winds dvvw sounds of deep dcli‘^ht 
Whence, ^\ith just cause, the harp of . bolus it higlit. 

Ah me ' what hand can touch the string so line: 
Who up the lofty diapason roll 
Such sweet, siieh sad, such solemn airs divine, 
Then let them down again into the soul ^ 

Now rising love they fann’d; now pleasing dole 
They breath’d, in tender niusings, through tlu 
heart; 

And now a gravi r sacred strain they stoic. 

As when seraphic hands an hymn imparl . 
Wild-warbling nature all, above the reach of ail ’ 
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Such the ijiu splciuloiir, tiic IlimuIous state, 

Of old, wiu) on the <hore, 

In nii^dity Hagdat, |)()|ndou'; and i^reat, 

Ilehl tlieir courl, n here u a^ ol’ladie.s store . 

And \erNe, lo\e, inusie, >till tin* ‘garland wore 
Winn ^h•e|) wa^ eo\, the baril in w.iitin*^ there, 
Chct'i’d tile lone ini<lnii:ht with tiu' AIn'>'e’s lore, 
Coinjui>ini; iiiusie bade his dreams he f.iir. 

And inuMC lent new jiladness to the inorninii air. 

c' ^ 

Near the pavilion's where wo sh'pt, still ran 
Soft-tinklini^ streams, and dashing: waters leli. 
And sobhiim breezes sigh'd, and oft beiran 
(So work’d tin' wizard) winlen 'tornis to swell, 
\s heaven and earth lhc'\ would toirelhi'r nudl: 
At doors and windows, threatening seem’d to call 
I’he dt'inons oi'the ti'inpest, growling lell, 

\ct the least entr.mee •ound tlu'v noin* at all : 
Whence swocter i:;rcw our sleet), seeme in ma.ss\ 
hall. 

\n(l liitin r Morpheus .sent his kindest dreann-, 
Ibiismi; a world of leaver tinet and <:raee: 

()’er which wert' sliadow v east ICIv^ian eleams. 
I’hat play’d, m w avin;; h^dits, fioin j)laee to place. 
And shed a ro.seatt' smile on naturt's I'ace. 

Not d’ltian’s pencil e’er eoidtl so airay, 

'so tierce with clouds the j)ure ethereal space; 

\i‘ co’dd it e’er sucli melting forms display, 

' loo>.e on flow m y beds all lani;iiisliingly lay 
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No, fair illusions ! artful phantoms, no ! 

My Muse will not attempt your fairy-land: 

She has no colours that like you can glow: 

To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand. 
But sure it is, vvas ne’er a subtler band 
Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprights, 
Who thus in dreams, voluptuous, soft, and bland, 
Pour’d all th* Arabian heaven upon her nights, 
Andblc.ss’d them oft bcsi<lLS with more refin’d delights. 

They were in sooth a most eiichanting train, 
fiv’n feigning virtue; sklKul to unite 
With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain. 

But forthose fiends, whom blood and l)roils<lc]ight; 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
Down, down black gulfs, where sullen waters sleep, 
Dr hokl him clambering all the fearful night 
Oil beiitling dills, or pent in ruins deep; 

They, till due time should serve, were bid far hence 
to keep. 

Ye guardian spirits, to whom man is dear, 

Prom these foul demons shield the midnight gloom: 
Angels of fancy and of love, be near, 

And o’er the blank of sleep diffuse a bloom: 
Evoke tlie sacred shades of (Ireece and Borne, 
And let them virtue witli a look impart: 

But el lid’, awhile, O ! lend us from the tomb 
Tliose long-lost friends for whom in lovi? ue smart. 
And fill with pious awe and joy-niixt woe the heart. 
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(^r aro xoii —Did tlic nn)rn ol ynutli 

Rise to now ami boain alVesli tho t]a\ 

oriniK'oonco, Minplioitv, and truth ; 

'J'o oari's osrraoLjM, and manhood’s thorny way';. 
What transport, to retraot’ our boyish plays, 

Onr oa•'^' bliss, whon caoli tiling jov siipplv’d; 
The uooiN, the mountains, and the warl)liii»; ina/e 
Ol the \s ilil l)»ooks' — Hut, Ibiully wandering wide, 
\1\ M us(., K’sume the ta^k that yet cloth thee abide. 

One ^reat amiKsemeiit of onr household was, 

In a hu^e crystal niaL;ic Lrlobe to spy. 

Still as you turn’d it, ail thini^s that do pass 
l'[)on tins ant-hill (‘aitli ; where constant 1} 
(^lTdly-l)ns\ men the lestless i’rv’ 

Run bustlmi; to and IVo with foolish haste, 

In search ol‘pleasure wun that I’rom them lly, 

Or which obtain’d the caitill’s dare not taste: 
^Vhen nothing; is enjoy’d, can tlierc be j^rcater 
w aste i* 

“ Ofxanity the mirror” this was callM. 

Here you a muckworm of the town nii^lit see, 

\t his dull desk, amid his lei^mrs stall’d, 
fku u[) with cal king care and peiuirie ; 

Most like to carcase parchM on gallow-trcc. 

“ .V penny saved is a penny got 

Finn to this scoundrel maxim kcepeth he, 

Ne ot its rigour will he bate a jot, 
fill it has (juencliM liis fire, and banished his pot 
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Straight from the filth of thi^ low grub, behold! 
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendthrift heir, 
All gloss}^ gay, enamerd all with gold, 

The silly tenant of the summer-air, 

In folly lost, of nothing takt‘s he care ; 

Pimps, lawyer^, stewards, harlots, flatterers vile. 
And thieving tradesmen liim among them share: 
11 is father’s ghost from liml)o-lake, the while, 
Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile. 


This glohe jioiirtrayM the race of learned men. 
Still at their books, and turning o’er the j)agc, 
backwards ami forwards: oft they snatch the pen, 
As if inspir’d, and in a ’fhespian rage; 

Then w rite, and blot, as would your ruth engage. 
Why, authors, all this scrawl and scribbling sore ? 
To lose the pr(‘sent, gain the future age, 

Praised to ho when you can hear no more, 

And much enrich’d with fame, when usele*'S worldly 
store. 


Then would a splendid city rise to view, 

With carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all: 
Wide pour’d abroad liehold the giddy crew; 

See how' they dash along from wall to wall ! 

At every door, hark, how they thundering call! 
(looil Lord I what can this giddy rout excite? 
Why, (JO eacli other with fell tooth to fall; 

A neighbour’s fortune, fame, or peace, to blight. 
And make new tiresome parties for the coining night. 
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The puzzling sons of party next appear’d. 

In dark cahals and nightly juntos met; 

\ndnou they whimper'd close, now shrugging rear’d 
'nr important shoulder; then, as if to get 
New light, their twinkling eyes were inward set. 
No sooner Lucifer recals affairs, 

Than fortli they various rush in mighty fret ; 
^^’hen, lo! push’d up to power, and crown’d tln ir 
cares. 

In comes another set, and kicketh them tlown stair^. 


Hut what most skew’d the \anity of life. 

Was to behold the nations all on fire, 

In cruel liroils engag’d, and deadl\ strife: 

Most Lhri''lian Kings, iidlam’il h\ black ilesire, 
With honourable ruHi.ins m their hirt', 

C’ause war to rage, and blood arouiul to pour : 

Of this sad work when each begins to tire, ’ 
They sit them down just where they were befoii*, 


Till for new scenes of woe peace sliall their force 


lestore 


To number up tlie thousands dwelling here, 

An useless were, and eke an endless task ; 

I'rom kings, and those who at the helm appear, 
To gytisies brown in summer-glades wlio bask. 
Yea, many a man perdie 1 could unmask, 

Whose desk and table make a solemn show, 
With tape-tied trash, and suits of fools that a»k 
Tor place or jiension laid in decent row ; 

But these I pasicn by, with namcles- number'; uioe. 
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Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 

There was a man of special grave remark ; 

A certain tender gloom o’erspread his face. 
Pensive, not sad, in thought involv’d, not dark, 
As soon this man could sing as morning-lark. 
And teach the noblest morals of the heart: 
lint these his talents were ybiiried stark ; 

(Jf the hne stores he nothing would impart, 

W hich or boon Nature gave, or nature-painting jVrt. 

'fo noontide shades incontinent he ran, 

\A here purls the brook witli sleep-inviting sound ; 
Or when Dan Sol to slo])e his wheeK began. 
Amid the broom be bask’d liim on the ground, 

W here the wild thyme and camomile arc found: 
There would lie linger, till the latest ra}' 

Of light sat trembling on the welkin’s hound ; 
Then homeward through the twilight shadows 
stray, 

Sauntering and slow. So had he passed luany a day. 

Vet not in thoughtless slumber were the}' past: 
h'or oft the heavenly fire, that lay eonccal’d 
Heneath the sleeping embers, mounted fast, 

And all its native light anew reveal’d: 

Oft as lie travers’d the ceridcaii field, 

And markt the clouds that drove before the wind. 
Ten thousand glorious systems would be build. 
Ten thousand great ideas (illM his mind; 

Hut with the clouds tliey fled, and left no truce be¬ 
hind. 
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WitJi him was sometime^ join’d, in silent walk, 
(Profoundly siknit, for they never spoke) 

One shyer still, who quite deti sted talk : 

Oft, stung by spleen, at once awav Iii’ broke, 

To groves of pine, and broad o’ershadowing oak , 
There, inly thrill’d, he wander’d all alone; 

And on himself his pensive fury wroke, 

Ne ever utter’d word, save when first shone 


The glittering star of eve—“ Thank heaven! 


the 


day is done.” 


Here lurk’d a wretch, w ho had not crcqit abroad 
For forty years, lu* face of mortal seen; 

In chamber broodine: like a loathh toad : 

And sure his linen was not \ery clean. 

Through secret loop-hok's, that had [iractis’d been 
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took ; 
Unkempt, and rough, of scpialid fare ami mien, 
Our castle’s shame ! whence, from his filthy nook, 
We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look. 


One day there chaunc’d into these halls to rove 
A joyous youth, who took you at first sight; 
Him the wild wave of pleasure hither drove, 
liefore the sprightly tempest tossing light: 
(^ertes, he was a most migaging wight. 

Of social glee, and wit humane, though keen. 
Turning the night to day, and day to night: 

For him the merry bells had rung, 1 ween, 

If in this nook (»f quiet bells bad ever been. 
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But not cv’n pleasure to excess is good: 

What most elates then sinks the soul as low: 
When spring-tide joy pours in with copious flood, 
The higluM* still th’ exulting billows flow, 

The farther back again they flagging go. 

And leave us groveling on the dreary shore: 
Taught by tliis son of joy we found it so ; 

Who, wdillst he staid, ki*pt in a gay uproar 
Our madden’d castle all, tlf abode of sleep no more. 

when in prime of June a burnish’d fl\, 

Sprung from the meads, o’er whieli he sw eeps along, 
(fliecr’d by the breathing bloom and vital sky, 
Tunes up amid these airy halls his song, 

Soothing at first the gay reposing throng: 

And oft he sips their bowl; or, nearly drown’d. 
Tie, thence recovering, drives their beds among. 
And scares their tender sleep, with trump pro¬ 
found ; 

'fhen out again he flies, to wing his ma/v round. 

Another guest there was, of sense refin’d. 

Who felt cacli worth, for every worth he had; 
Serene, yet warm ; humane, yet firm his mind. 

As little touch’d as any man’s with bad : 

Him through their inmost walks the Muses lad. 
To him the sacred love of nature lent, 

And sometimes w ould he make our valley glad ; 
When as we found he would not here he pent, 

To him the better sort this friendly message sent 



JAMES TMOM‘iON. 


2^1 


C(inio, dwell witli us! true son ofMitue, come ! 
r>ur ala> ’ we taiinot tliee per^iu ulf, 

To liL‘ coiittnt hcMcatli our peacet'ul dome, 

\'c i'\rr moic to (juir our <juiet jilade; 

^ et wliiu at last tl)\ toils l)ut ill apaid 
Sliall tlrad tli\ lire, and damp its heavenly spark, 
Tlioii wilt 1)0 e:lad to seek the rural sliado, 
riiere to indidu;o (he ^Iusc‘, and nature maik: 
We then a lod^e lor thee will rear in IIa<ilev-rark.'’ 

Here whilom lii^ii'd th' I'sopus oT the atje ; 
lUit call’d h\ I'ame, in soul \piiekeil tleep, 

A noble pride ii’stoi 'il him to the static, 

And roiisM him like a pliant from his sleep. 

Kv’n from his '.Inmheis we ad\.intake reap: 

With double lorce th' enliveiiM scene he wake«, 
Yet quits not nature’s hounds, lie knows to kecj) 
Each d IK' (h'cortim : now tlu,' heart he shakes, 
And now, )\ith well-uriiM sense, th’ enlinhtenM 
judjiiiu'iit takes. 

A bard hi re dwelt, more fat than hard beseems ; 
^Vho, \oid o^'en\^, jiinh*, and lust of^ain, 

On virtue still, and natun ’s pleasinj,! themes, 
Pour’d forth liis unpremeditated ‘'tram: 

The w’oilil Ibrsakm^f with a calm disdain 
Here l.iii<ih’d he earelcss in his laxsy scat; 

ITc’c (juaff d encircled w ith the joyous train, 

Oft moralizing sage; his ditty sweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 

VOL. IV. 
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Full oil by holy feet our ground was trod, 

Of clerks great plenty here you mote espy. 

A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 

Was one I eliielly mark’d among the fry : 
lie had a roguish twinkle iri his eye, 

And shone all glittering with ungodly dew. 

If a tight damsel chaune’d to trippen by; 
Which when observ’d, he shrunk into his mew. 
And straight would recollect his piety anew. 


Nor he Ibrgot a tril>e, who minded nought 
(Old inmates ol'thc place) but state aliairs; 

They look’d, perdie, as if they deeply thought; 
And on their hrow sat ev’ry nation’s cares. 

The w^orld by them is parcelled out in shares. 
When in the hall of smoke they congress hold. 
And the sage berry sun-huriit iVIocha hears 
Has clear’d their inward eve : then, smokc-cn- 
roll’d, 


Their oracles break forth mysterious as ol’old. 


Here languid beauty kept her pale-fac’d court; 
Bevies of daint}'^ dames, ol’high degree, 

From every (quarter hither made resort; 

Where, from gross mortal care and business free. 
They lay, pour’d out in ease and luxury. 

Or should they a vain show of w ork assume, 

Alas 1 and well-a-day! what can it be ? 

To knot, to twist, to range the vernal bloom; 

But far is cast the distaff, spimiing-wheel, and loom. 



JXAIK*? IIIOMSON. 


2 A: 


riicir only lalioiir to kill tlio time : 

And hihom dire it i.^, aiul weary woe. 
riiev j«it, tlie\ loll, turn o’er sonic idle* rhyme: 
d'hen, n^iIl^ Midden, to tlie t^lass they 
Or saunter tditil, with totterini:^ step and sloiv. 
Tins soon too rude an exercise llu'\ lind ; 
IStrai^lit on the couch their limbs ai^.un tliey throw . 
Wilt re liours and liouis tliey snzluni' lii' reclin'd. 
And court the vapoury i;od sort-brcathiiii^ intliewind. 

Now must I mark the \illaii\ we I'onnd, 

But ah ' too kite, as shall ertsooiis he shewn. 

A place heie was, deej), dreary, under «;roiind ; 
A\'here still our inmates, \\lu'n impleusin^'-^rown, 
Diseas'd, and loathsome, j)ri\il\ were throw’ll; 
rartiom the hi:lit oriieaien, ihe\ languish’d there, 
IJnpity’d utterinj; man\ a hitler ^roan ; 

For of tliesi* wretches taken was no care • 

Fierce fiends, and haiis oriicll, their only nurses were. 

Alas ’ the chane;i‘! Iroin scenes of joy and rest, 
Jo tins dark tleii, where sickness toss’il aUva}". 
Here I.etliar^^y, w ith deadly sleep opprest, 
Stretch’d on Ins hack, a miehtv liilihard, lay, 
Heaving his sides, and snored night and day; 

To stir liiin from his traimce it was not eath, 

And his liuH-open'd e} ne he shut straiglitway : 

He led, I wot, the solte.-t way to death, 

And taught withouten pain and strife to yield tlu 
hn'atli. 
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or limbs enornioii*^, but withal unsound, 

Soft swoln and palu, here lay tlic Hydropsy: 
Unwieldy man ; with belly monstrous round. 

For ever fed with watery supply : 

For still he drank, and yet he still was dry. 

And nioj)ing here did Hypochondria sit, 

Mother of spleen, in robes of various dye. 

Who vexed was full olt with ugly (it; 

And some her (Vantic deem’d, and some her deem’d 
a wit. 

A lady proud she was, of ancient blood. 

Vet oft Iier fear her pride made croiichen low: 
IShc felt, or fancy’ll in hm- fluttering mood, 

All the di>eases which the spittles know', 

And sought all physic wdiich the shops bestow, 
And still new leeches and new drugs w'ould try. 
Her humour ever wavering to and fio; 

For sometimes she would laugh, and sonictimcscry, 
Then sudden waxed w roth, and all she knew not why. 

Fast by her side a listless maiden pin’d, 

With aching head, and sipicamish heart-burnings; 
Pale, bloated, cold, she seem’d to hate mankind, 
Yet lov’d in secret all forbidden things. 

And here the tertian shakes his chilling wings; 
The sleepless gout here counts the crowing cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now^ a serpent stings; 
Whilst apoplexy cramm’d intemperance knocks 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox. 



I s A A r \\ A r j's. 

BORN 1674. - 174s. 

On. Watts s iliAotional poctrv was lor tl)e most 
part intentionally lowered to the uiulei>tanding of 
children. Iftliis was a sacrifice ol* ta^te, it was at 
least made to the best ol intcailions. I’he sense and 
sincerity ol Ills prose writinc;s, tlie excellent metliod 
in which lie attempted to connect the stiid\ of an¬ 
cient lo^ic with common sense, and tiu' lonciliatory 
manner in whicli lie alliirt's the xoiithfnl mind to 
habits of study and reHet tion, aie probably ri'inem- 
bered with e;ralitiide by nine men out of tc'ii, who 
have had proper buolvs put into their iiands at an 
early period of their eilucation. this description 

w'as not poor old Percival Stockdale, who in one of 
his lucubrations i;ives our author the appellation of 
“ J/e/Z/rv J'he nickname w’oiild not he* worth 

mentionioir if it did not suggest a compassionate re¬ 
flection on the diU'erence hetwten the ust iul life* and 
labours of Dr. W att', and the utter!\ usch s.-, and 
wasted existence of J*erci\al Stockd.ili-. It iniLht 
liavc been happv for the frail iniellicts nf that un¬ 
fortunate man, if they had been bi.n ed .md lectilied 
in his youth b\ such works as Watts’s Logic and Im¬ 
provement ol the .Mind. 'J’he study of them might 
possibly have saved even him from a life of vanity, 
exation, and oblivion. 



240 


J'^j.V.VC WAIT'*. 


FKW HAPPY MATCHKS. 

Say, mighty Love, and teach my song. 
To whom thy 3w eetest joys belong. 

And who the happ}' pairs 
Whose yielding hearts, and joining hands, 
Tind blessings twisted with their bands. 
To soften all their cares. 

Not the wild Jierd of nyriijihs and swains 
That thoughtless fly into thy chains. 

As custom leads the way : 

If there be bliss without design. 

Ivies and oaks may grow and twine. 

And f)e as blest us they. 

Not sordid souls of earthlv' mould 
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold 
To dull embraces move : 

So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rush to w ealthy marriage too, 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad tribe that hell inspires 
With wanton dames; those raging fires 
The purer bliss destroy : 

On A'Una’s top let furies wed. 

And sheets of lightning dress the bed 
T’ improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs whose marble forms 
None of the melting passions warms^ 
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Ccin mingle Iicait^ and hamls: 

Logs of green uajod that (juencli tlie coals 
Are inarrieil just like Stoic souls. 

With Osiers for their hands. 


Not minds of inelanclioly strain. 

Still silent, or that stdl complain, 

Can the dear bondage bless : 

As well may heavenly concerts spring 
Troni two old lutes \\itli ne'er a string, 
Or none besides the bass. 

Nor can tlie soft enclianiments hold 
'I'wo jarring souls of angr\ mould, 

'The ruggeil and the ket n ; 

Samson’s \oung foves might as well 
In bonds of cheerful wedlock dwell, 

With firebrands tied between. 

Nor let the cruel fetters bind 
A genth to a savage mind; 

I’or l^ove abhors the sight: 

I.oose the fierce tiger from the dccJ , 

Lor natiie lage and native fc*ar 
Rise and forbid delight. 

Two kindest souls alone must nie».'i, 

’Tis friendship makes the bondage sweet. 
And feeds their mutual loves: 

Bright Venus on her rolling throne 
Is drav’ii by gentlest birds alone. 

And Cupids yoke the doves. 



AiMBROSi: PHII.tl‘S. 

BORN 1671.-DII’.D 1749. 


Ambrose Piiii.ips, the pastoral rival of Poj)o, wik 
educated at (’anibrid^c, and distin^uivlicil lor m.iiiv 
years in I^ondon as a menil)er of elnhs "itt)' and 
political, and as a writer for the \N’hie;v B\ tin,* iii- 
llucnce of that party he was })ut Into the coininj‘"ion 
fjftlie [)eace soon after the accession of (icor‘>e 1. and 
in 1717 a])j)ointcd one of the connnis-ioners ol 
tlie lottery. WIilmi Ijis friend Dr. l^oultcr uas ap¬ 
pointed piiinate Jif Ireland, he aeeotnpanied the 
prelate, received considerable prefennents, and 
was elected nieinbin- I'or Armagli in tlie lii^h t'oni- 
nions, lie ri’turned to England in the 3 ear 1/48, 
and died in the ibllowinn \car, at his lod^iners near 
V'^auxhall. 'I'he best ol liis dramatic wntinijs is tlie 
Distressed Mother, a translation of Racine's Andro¬ 
mache. Ilis two other tragedies, tlie Briton and 
Iluniplirey Duke of (lioucester, are not iiiiieh liettcr 
than his pastoials. 


' Tlu' FrcM'iliiiiki'r, in uhich A. Philips lu'i’an its carpcM' 

on Muml.iy, Martli‘J4, 171S, m.is piilifisliril twice .1 week, and 
tcniihiated with tlie 13lHh paper, Moinlay, September 2a, 1719. 
Dr. Drake spi aks in praibe of its easy .ind perspicuous diction, 

and tliinks a verj: intercsling ‘-ilection might be made from it_ 

Essay OH PouhIicuI 



AMlillOsK |»i IlI^S. 


' 2-10 


TO TIIK KVRL OK DOllsKr. 

( MIM Ml I N. M MU n *», I'll'", 

I'llOM fi0/011 cliino'*, .iiul iiidlo'"' ti;K ts ot‘sMO\i, 

] roni i'troaiiis whic h iiortlu-ni wiiul^ toi hid to Ilow 
What |)U"'0iit ''hall iho ^Iu''C' to Dor'.c't hnii*^, 

Or how, so near tlio jiolo, altoinpt to sini^'’ 
rill! lioar\' wintor luTi' i-oiiiaals Irniii si^ht 

a « 

All jiloa-'iiii; ohjoi’ts winch to m'I'^c' iMmIc. 
d'ho hills .mil d.di's, and t!ic diin.'lit I nl v.oods, 

'riio llowiTN jilains, uiul ''d\( i-sin aiiimi: floods, 
iJy snow' disi^ms’d, in hiij^ht caniliision he. 

And with one da//hnLi w.iste l.iti^iie the e\e. 

No j^ontle hu’athmu Inee/i piepaiis the .'-jiiio'^, 
No birds within the deceit ria'ion shim. 
riio ships, umnos’d, the' boisteioiis winds dolVi 
While rartlinti: eliaiiots o'er tin* oei an llv. 

'I'lie VList leviathan w.mts room to play, 

And spout liis w.iter.s in the liioe of day. 
d’hc starvinj^" wolves alon^ the mam sea [irowl. 

And to the moon in ic'y \alle\s howl. 

O’ or many a slmiin^ h-ai^ne tlu' Icwel main 
ITcre spreads itsi>ll‘into a <;lass>' plain : 
riiere solid billows of c'lmi moos s|/a‘. 

All )S of ^reen ice, in wild disouler lise. 

And }et but lately ha\e I sc'en, ev’n here, 

The winter in a lovely dress ap[)ea.. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treasurM siiow% 

Or winds begun through hazy skies to blow, 
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At evening a keen eastern breeze arose. 

And the descending rain unsullied froze. 

Soon as the silent shades of night withdrew, 

The ruddy morn disclos’d at once to view 
Tlie face of nature in a rich disguise, 

And brigliten’d every object to my eyes: 

For every shrub, and every blade ot‘ grass. 

And every pointed thorn, seem’il wrought in glass. 
In pearls and rubies ricli tlie haulhorns .sliow, 
Wliile through tlie ice the crimson berries glow. 

T1 le thick-sprung reeds, which watery marshes 
yield, 

Seem’d polisli’d lances in a hostile held. 

The stag, in limpid currents, with surprise, 

Sees crystal branches on his forehead rise: 

The spreading oak, the beech, and towering pine, 
(Haz’d over, in the freezing ether shine. 

The frighted birds the rattling branches shun. 
Which wave and glitter in the distant sun. 

When if a sudden gust of wind arise, 

The brittle forest into atoms Hies, 

The crackling wood beneath the tempest bends, 
And in a spangled shower the piospect ends: 

Or, il‘a ''onthern gale the region warm. 

And by degrees unbind the wintery charm, 

The traveller a miry country sees. 

And journeys sad beneath the dropping trees: 

Like SOUK' deluded peasant. Merlin leads 
Through fragrant bowers, and through delicious 
meads. 
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Whili‘ Iktc cncliaiUtHl ganlons to him rise, 

Anil aii'N labrlcs tlime attract his cycfj, 
llis nainlciini^ I'cct the nuiLiic [lath-^ pursue, 
Ami, ululc he flunks the fair illiiMon true, 

The tiackh'^'. ''Cein">» ihsperse in tluiil air, 

And nooiU, and wild'*, and thorny \\a)s appear, 
\ tedioiiN road I lie weary wretch returns, 

And, as he i;oc‘s, the transient vision mounts. 


W HYMN lO \ K\rs. 

1 ItO.^I I III (.III I h Ol S MMMIO 

O V I NI s, licaiity ol’the skit's, 

To whom a thon^aiul tenijile^ rise, 
(*a}l\ take in ;^eiitle smiles, 
hull of lovi'-porploMii'i wiles, 

(), goddess! Ironi m> heart remove 
d'he w^asting cares and jtains ot love. 

Il’cNcr thou hast kindly heard 
A song in soft distress preferr’d, 
IVopitious to my tunelul vow, 

(), gentle goddess ! hear me now. 
I^escend, thou bright, immortal guest, 
In all thy radiant charms confess’d. 

Tliou once didst leave almighty .Jove, 
And all the golden roofs above ; 

Tlie ear thy wanton sparrows drew , 
Hovering in air they lightly Hew ; 
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As to my bower tliey w ing’d their wa};, 
1 saw their quiverijig pinions play. 

The birds dismi^s\l (while you remain) 
13orc back their empty car again : 

Then 3'ou, with looks divinely' mild. 

In every lieavenly feature smil’d, 

And ask’d what new eomplaints I made. 
And wh3' I call’d you to my aid ? 

Wliat fren/y in my bosom iMg’d, 

And by' what care to be assuag'd? 

What gentle youth I wouhl allure, 
Wliom in my artful toils secure ? 

AVho does thy tender heart subdue, 

Tell me, my' Sapi)ho, tell me who? 

Though now ho shuns thy' longing arms, 
He soon shall couit ihy slighted charms; 
Though now thy ofl’eimgs he des])i-e. 

He soon to thee shall sacrifice; 

Though now he frec/e, he soon shall bur 
And l)e thy' \ictini in his turn. 

Celestial \isitant, once more 
Tliy' needful [)rcsence I im])lore ! 

Jn pity' come and ease iny grief, 

Bring my distemper’ll soul relief: 

Favour thy' suppliant’s hidden fires, 

And give me all iny heart desires. 
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A FIlAti.MKN r OK SAPPHO. 

iiv tlu‘ inimoital iiocls is lie, 

7'lie yoiitli who I’oiulU'sits hy thee, 

Aiul hears anil sees thee ail the while 
Softie speak, and sweetlx smile. 

Twas this depriv’d my soul of rest. 

And laisM such tunuilts in my breast; 
For while 1 ga/.’d, in transport toss’d, 
iVJj’ breath wais ^oiiCf nl^ Miiee was lost. 

My bosom f^low’tl: the subtle llame 
Ran qiiiekly tliron^h my \ifal frame; 
O’er my tlim e\ es a tlarkness lumg, 

I\Iy cars with hollow' marimirs rung. 


In dewy danips my limbs w^crc cbill’d. 
My blood w itli gentle horrors tbrillM; 
My feeble pulse forgot to play, 

I fainted, sunk, and died awa\. 



LEONARD WKLSTEI). 

BORN 1703.— niF:i) 1749. 


Leonard Welsted, a victim of PopcN satire, 
whose verses did not always deserve it. 


FROM Ills SI MMUM RONTM. 

Smile, my Ilepliestion, smile, no more be seen 
This dupe to anger, and tins slave to spleen; 

No more with pain ambition^s trappings view'. 

Nor envy the faUe greatness, nor the true. 

Let dull St. Ik'vd dream o’er felon's fates, 

Bright Wilmington in senates lead fie bates, 

Vain Bulbo let the slu'ritF’s robe adorn. 

And Holies' waikc to bless the times unborn. 
-»*■**«■■*■»* 

'riic palm excels that trembles ob-r the lirooks. 

The bastard rose nor half so eaiidy looks, 

The myrrh is v\()rth that seents Aialna’s sky, 

All hundri'd gourds, yet rises not so high. 

This not disimhs you, nor your bliss alloys. 

Then why should t'ortune’s sjiorts and human toys? 
What is’t to us if C'lod the self-same day 
Trolls in the gilded car and ilri\es the dra} r 
If Richvil for a Uoman patriot pass. 

And half the Livery vote (or Isinglass. 


* Webted’s givat patron, tlio Puke of Ncwcastlo, 
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With ^ratoful iiiiml lot’s use the ^i\en hour. 

Ami what s our own enjoy aiul in our power. 

To hl^ ureat eliiefs tlie eom|iu*ror PwThu'^ spok(\ 
'J'w o moons sliall wane, ami (ireeee sImII own our 
^ oke. 


Tis well, rei)lie(l the I’rieiul; ailniit it so. 


Wliat next ^ W hv next to Italy I'h 
i\ml lionu* in aslu's lay.—What afti'r that.^ 

Wa.ste India’s re.ihus. — What then } 'riieii sit and 


eliat; 

Then (juall the j^rape, ami inirtht'ul stories tell. 
Sir, \ou may do so now. ami lull as well. 


Look through hut eonnnon lile, look o’er mankind, 
A thousand humhler madmen then* \ oil’ll find, 

A thousand heroes of r.pirus \iew ; 

'J’hen st'orn to heat this hackney’il [lath anew . 

In search orianei<-d ^ood i'or^et to roam. 

Nor wander tVoni your safer, better home. 

See Ileaitnood, how' lie tu^^s tor empty jiraise , 
He’.'' j:;ot the \ine, yet scrambles lor the ha>s . 

A Irii'mlly neiehhoiir horn, his vain desire 
Prompts him to ^et a little cubit higher; 

When all unvex’d, untrouhled, he might live, 

And all that nature ask’d Ins I’arm would givi*. 


Colville and Madge one field, one cow possess’d. 
Had dwelt unanxious many years and blest; 

A (juiet conscience and their neiglibourN jiiaj"! 

1 he> held—it was in ITiar Lacon’s days. 
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No thief alarniM the louly cottage roof, 

And pi’ide ami bahO contention kept aloof. 

At leimili llie rumour all about was flown 
The monk hail found the philo'xophic htonc. 

Quoth Colville, lu-’t—in comibrt, peace uc llu‘, 
For Iii.s arcanum not a hair I’ll give; 

1^0 me all wealth contentment docs, impart, 

1 have this chemic secret in my Iieart. 

Let INTunich bow the hauglity Othman crest, 
Amonij >nv humble teams I’ll be as blest; 

Let the (Ireat Sciiach o’er troubling CJanges ride 
I’ll hoa^l more compiesls by my eiiimney side. 
What post you stand in, trust me, my ITephestion 
Tlie part you bear in lile is not the (picstion ; 

But how you act it, how your station grace, 

There is the matter ; thatk^ the point in case. 

All one d’jieer or pedlar you sustain, 

A laureird victor he or shephi'rd swain; 

For social weal alike each '.tate was made, 

And every calling meant the other’s aid , 
Together all in mystic numbers roll, 

All in their order act, and ser\e the whole. 

Who guard the laws, or bid the orchat bloom. 
Who wield the sceptre, and who guide the loom. 

It* 

An easy and contented mind is all. 

On whom and where it will let glory fall; 

Let us the soul in even balance bear. 

Content with what we have and what we are. 
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On rapt’rons visions long Iiad Berkley fed, 

The lemon groves were ever in Iiis head; 

He hangs on Waller', and the landscape aids. 
Sees in Bermuda bloomintr Ida’s shades. 

’Tis said—’tis doin'—the project quick prevails; 
He gets tlie promis’d freight—he weds—he sails. 
The storms loud rattle, l>ut on storms he smiles. 
They will but waft me to Bermuda’s isles. 

At length the port he gains, when all his dreams 
He vanish'd views, and owns the airy schemes: 
The orange branch had lost it^ fragrant load, 
The cedar wav’d not, nor the < itron blow’d ; 

In h'den’s stead he sees a depart stand. 

For figs and vines a poor unpei^pled land; 

For balmy breezes, and lor eiondless skies. 

He hears around the whistling tempest rise. 

And is this all ? said the good Dean of Down, 

Is this the end, my hope and labour’s crown ? 

'foo blest the swain o’er Ormond’s Howery dales 
Who roves at eahC, or sleeps in Derry’s vales. 
Henceforth I’ll gratulatc my native shore, 

In search of bright delusions range no more, 
Content to be, to cure tins rambling itch. 

An humble bishop, and but barely ricli. 


‘ VV'itlkr’s pofiii on tlic Suinnur IsI.hkIs. 


\ OJ.. IV. 



AMin JiST S1<LDI'>. 


Of the history of tliis author f am sorry that 1 can 
give no account. Ills ju’cni of Love and Folly was 
published in 1/ U). It scciiicd to me to be somewhat 
better than that wliieh is jiciierallv condemned to 
oblivion. If* the c'^traets should a[)[)ear to be tedi¬ 
ous, the only apology J can oH'er is, the difliculty of 
making sliort specimens ol a story at all intelligible. 


LOVK AND FOLI.Y. 

AKH MONMI-.V r \M) TRIAL tM- CUPID. 

The (lods, in senate to ilebate, 

And settle high allairs of state. 

Where vast Olympus’ summits rise, 

Descended from the azure skies : 

As their great sire and lord rever'd, 

Their cloud-compelling .love appear’d ; 

Calm in his lap the thunders lay. 

The s3’ml)ols of imperial swav. 

While Meaven’s high powers sat round his tin one, 
And deck’d it like a splendid /one: 

There .luno and the Faphian Queen, 

The Graces in their train, were seen ; 
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Amidst her fiitlicr’s radiant racCj 
The chaste Diana took her place; 

W'itliout his lielniet, s^\ord, or car, 

'riiere frown’d the liaii'i^lity (lod of War; 
There joNous sniilM the (Jod of Wine, 
With luunhers inoro of hirth divine; 

INIetis, wlio ])i iulent councils guides, 

And o’er the letter’d world presides; 
I'heniis, wlio Heaven’s dread laws attends, 
And Truth's deserted cause defends; 

Sage V'ota, through the earth renown’d. 
And C’ybtle with turrets crown’d; 
IVeptune, tlie f)ee‘airs awful hu'd ; 

J’luto, hy Hell’s dark realms ador’d ; 

Pan, to whose altars shephi'ids how; 

Ceres, in\entress of tlie plough ; 

And la^t sat down old gay Silenus, 

With \'ulcan, spouse and slave to Venus. 

(■rand was the pomp, for thither all 
Attended on the Thunderer’s call; 

The litavens themselves were in a blaze ; 
Pluebus was there, bedeck’d with rays, 

Yet scarcely, though he look’d so bright, 
Was seen ’midst such a Hood of liglit, 
VVhere each with beams celestial shone, 
lieyond the splendour ol the sun ; 

Together by great Jove conven’d. 

To hear the (iod of Love arraign’d. 


£2 
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Solemn the session, high the cause. 

For Love had broke througli all tlieir laws,. 
And made the deities obey, 

As vassals, his tyrannic suayj 
Enslav’d, they dragged liis galling chain, 

And inoiirn’d his power, hut mourn’d in vain. 
Kindling his flames in every breast, 
lie never gave th’ immortals rest, 

Ijut, fond their weakness to expose, 

Involv’d them in a thousand woes, 

While .love’s despis’d omnipotence 
Against his arts found no defence. 

'I’his lianghly treatment had o’orthrown 
Their empire, though it rais’d his own ; 

For, with his all-subduing bow, 

He sunk their power and fame so low, 

And, ever since his fatal biith, 

Kul’d so supreme o’er heaven and earth. 

That mortals now to C’upid paid 
The chief oblations which they made. 

And, slighting every name above. 

Ador’d no other (iod but Love. 

licsides, to men of worth and sense 
Ilis shameless coniluct gave offence: 

He drank, lie wench’tl, he gam’d, he swore, 

II is life with crimes was blotted o’er; 

He scorn’d good Hymen’s sacred ties, 

And made a trade of vows and lies : 
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Fair Virtue’s praise, and honor’d fame, 

He laugh’d at as an empty name; 

By which example all the nations 
Lay (juito expos’d to great temptations, 
And, doating on their lewrl amours, 

Had turn’d Ileligion out of doors. 
******* 

iSdence proclaim’d, th’ assessors wait, 
Anxious for Love’s impending fate. 

When Themis, watching Dian’s eyes. 
Straight to th’ etherial court applies. 

And, like intrepid Yorke‘, demands 
Impartial justice at their hands; 

That no mean bias w arp thi ir liearts 
To C upid’s treacherous cliaims and arts. 
While they, by long I'siabhsli’d laws. 
Decide the great approaching cause; 

That on their votes depended all 
Which they could dear or sacred call; 

In heuv’ii their peace, on earth their lame, 
'J’heir endless glory or tlieir shame ; 

That e’en their tem[)les, prir*sts, and power, 
Hung on this one der isive hour. 

****** 

Therel’ore, 111 right and truth’s support, 

She humbly mov’d a rule of court, 

That Hermes might his jnas’uer bring 
Before his peers and Hcav’n’s high King, 

) lie Luid (’haiicelloi 
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To hear, by their decree, his crimes 
Condemn’d to late succeeding times, 

And heav’n and earth at once set free 
From such a traitor’s tyranny. 

High Jove, who on th’ imperial throne, 
Sceptr’d and tlironM, was [>lac’d alone. 
Looks awful round th’ assenting gods. 
Shakes his ambrosial curls, and nods. 

Straight, Hermes, at his sire’s command, 

II is wreath’d eaduceus in his hand. 

From his close ward the caltilf brings. 

With hands unbound, hut pinion’d wings: 
While at his back his bow unstrung, 

J'icd to his feather’d quiver hung. 

liy Dian’s order Momns bore 

The mace, and >olenm stalk’d before; 

When Hermes, «ith obeisance low, 

Shew’d to the (lods their darinir foe: 

O 

Hut such a foe, so wond’rous fair, 

Kach grace of Venus in his air, 

¥r -X- X- * * * X- 

So bloom’d his ever youthful years. 

So moving were his silent tears. 

That half heaven’s powers with all their zeal 
Some tender pangs began to feel. 

Lest such a God, indulging all 
Their pleasures, should unpity’d fall. 
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And turning things from bad to worse, 

.Make* immortality a curse. 

Venus, A\])o .sau tliem niiicli amaz’d, 

While j)iteous on liis ibrni they gaz’d, 

Straight piciy’d the court with humble pray’r, 
Her son might be allow’d a chair, 

W ho was infirm, and scarce had slept 

One hour since Jove-Slie paus’d and wept; 

The (iod scein’tl mov’d, and though he guess’d 
Her foes ihe motion would contest, 

Glad their mean malice to prevent. 

Nods Iroin the throne his kind assent; 

As juror's, whom tlu‘ world believes 
Great ingnes, oft sit I'n petty thieves, 

He knew sr»iiie led, amidst the i'ky, 

Wot se lues than him tliey were to try; 

And, loth poor liove to treat too ill. 

Grants him a seat against their will. 

Thus loll’d at ease tlie little thief, 

When Dian rose, and (Vom her brief 
Slicw'd, with just truth and cogent reason. 

Why she im[)each’d him theie of treason. 

>■ -y- ‘ •- ¥: * 

IJotore you comes arraign’d 
A wretch that has our shrines profan’d. 

That basely labours to o’ertlirow 
Our bliss above, our power below. 
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Shall Heav’n alone 
Calm see this wretch its Gods disown, 

And bear the scorn with which he treats 
The rulers of these sacred seats ? 

Apollo’s how, and Neptune’s trident. 

He tramples on, and takes a pride in’t; 
Ev’n Mars, who leads the radiant files 
Of war, is vaiujuish'd by his wiles; 

From Bacchus he his th3Tsis wrests. 

And of his bolts higli Jove divests; 

From Hermes charms the magic rod, 

And strips of all his wings the Ood ; 

Pluto to him, and I’roserpine, 

Were forc’d their empire to resign, 

And, humbled, found infernal fires 
Less violent than Love’s desires : 

These crimes are vouch’d by flagrant fleets, 
And treason by an hundred acts. 
******* 

These are his deeds above; on earth 
\Vhat mischiefs owe to him their birth ! 
There, while his frantic slaves he tames. 
His rage the suffering world inflames; 

He shoots around his fatal darts. 

To rack and torture all their hearts; 

The base deceiver there eludes 
The vestal vows, the prayers of prudes; 
E’en those weak souls he deigns to bles>. 
He strives with anguish to distress; 
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lie triumphs o’er the rackin<^ pain 
In which liis vassals drag his chain ; 

Fear, joy, grief, hojie, desire, despair, 

Hv turns their ^\ retched bosoms tear. 

K- X- * X -X- * 

Frequent divides the dearest friends, 

And breaks all laws to gain his ends: 

Rapes, murders, treasons, he commits. 

False, true, kind, cruel, all by fits: 

Various and changing as the wind. 

He parts whom Ilynicn’s rites had join’d ; 
And whispers in the husband’s ears 
A tliousand eriu'l doubts and fears, 

For strife and mischief are his joy. 

Such, Venus, is your lovely boy ; 

Who, though he boasts that Jove’s liigh blood 
Rolls in his veins its «.acred flood. 

Yet has his mother’s milk o’erflown 
The tide, and made the mass her own. 

♦ * X- * -X * * 

Quick let the wretch his sins atone. 

And Jov(* at last resume his throne! 

Doom, doom him ’midst the shades below, 

To shoot his darts and bend Ins bow ; 

There let him labour to destroy 
The little peace the damn’d enjoy. 

She ceas'd : while half the powers around 
Assented first with sighs profound. 
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Then with her j^enerou'^ ardour mov’d, 

A loud applause lier zeal a])prov’d. 

-X- y y- y- y y^ * 

Straight, ('uj)id, rioting from his place. 
Smil’d placid with enchanting grace; 

Silent he paus’d, and to the skies. 

Though bl usliing, rais’d his beauteous eyes. 
Then sigh’d, and round the radiant crowd. 
Saluting, with rcs[)ect he bow’d: 

One coward tear was stealing down. 

Hut quick he check’d it with a liowai; 

And while with matchless charms he shone. 
Thus to the court his [)lea begun. 

“ Tis said that l-.ove, whene’er he pleads, 
With easy eloquence succeeds: 

Hut that, j e powers. I’ll never try. 

Nor on vain rlietoric rely ; 

’Tis by th e force of truth I come 
To strike my I’alse accusers dumb. 

X- K- X- 'X- X- X- X 

To dear integrity I trust. 

As 1 am guiltless, you are just; 

While that 1 make my sole defence, 

I laugh at envy’s impotence. 

* X- X- X- -X' X' X 

Let those (and those, I hope, arc few). 

Let those who ne’er liis treasures knew, 
Hrand with all crimes unhappy Love, 
lie’s better known to you and Jove. 
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And if I*vc iTiad(‘ tlu: Gods employ 
Some dii\s in that transcendent joy, 

1 trust my greatot i’auir will he, 

'J'hcir hhss was not proloni^’d ])V me. 

Whilst ahsence, late, or time, control 
That noI>k‘st passion of the soul, 

Let eaeii ('elestial here declare 
Ifan^ht like Lo\e ileser\es their care. 

-X- < y- -X- X- -Yr -Jt 

What joys can matcli fond lovers’ pains. 
What IVeedom ks eijual to their chains; 

\\ liat (raiisports swell their liopes and lears, 
W'hat s(d’tne'«s, sweetness, m (heir tears? 
Such teiulei nc'-s, wlum ioi.il ihi’y mourn. 
Such ic-iacA wi.en lioju's return; 

Such louf^iiii^ for th’ i nchantinj; bliss. 

Such raj)tiir('s in a anih' or kiss, 

Are secrets which the (iods conceal, 

And none but lovers know or feel. 

If joys like tliesc you treason call, 

I own 1 have? produc’d them all: 

Contriv’d and plaiin’d by me alone. 

The great foundation of my throne; 

And hard, great Dm'tics, it were, 

If mortal men such bliss should share, 

And yet th’ eternal choir al)ovc 

Be i|uite deny’d the sweets of Love. 
♦(•*****# 

In licav’ii, on earth, above, below. 

What e’er i> pleasing 1 bestow. 



268 


AMHIJRST SKLDKN. 


****** K- 

Old Time and all the Jaugliing Iiours, 
Watch o’er my gifts and nurse my powers ; 
Mirtli, doy, and all th* inspired throng 
Of Muses, tune for me their song; 

And if they Ian my fires, J bring 
Sweetness and Ibrcc to all they sing. 

* * y. -X- -X- X- X- 

Men’s talents raised by me improve. 

For wisdom sjjriiigs and grows with Love; 
By me adorn’d, the liuman mind 
Is so^'ten’d, polish’d, and refin’d. 
******* 

I melt and mould mankind with ease. 

To gentle manners form’d to please ; 

A love of honour, truth, and fame. 

Arc kindled by my generous flame ; 
Sublim’d by me, the soul pursues 
Exalted thoughts and noble views. 

Life lies as in a lethargy. 

Till, rousM and rais’d, it turns to me : 

Till Love eiiliv’ning thoughts inspires. 

Has neither business nor desires, 

Or such as onlj’^ torment give. 

Men when they love begin to live. 

Life’s a dull blank, and useless tpiite, 

As dials in the gloom of night. 

Till Love’s gay sun its splendour pours. 

And marks and gilds the brighten’d hours. 

♦ * * V X- A X- * 
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These iiifts, ye power'^, tVom you 1 Iiohl, 

By your decree assign’d of old : 

’Tis your behests I strive to do, 
riicn why must I for mercy sue. 

At this hi^h court impeach'd, and brought 

To ans\\er for each lover’s fault? 

* * * * * * # 

If maids to men inconstant prove, 

And scorn the sacred laws of Love, 

Charge not their hrolvcn vows to me. 

But their owm horrid perfidy. 

•+ V- X K- X- .-t -it 

Must 1 be doom’d, if human kind 
In love disclose an impious mind? 

With oaths, and death, and falsehood play, 

Whilst perjur’d vows the heart betray. 

If lleav’n’s despis’d —if all their aim 
Be w'calth or lust—am 1 to blame ? 

No, mighty powers! you know too well, 

In spite of heav'n, in spite of hell, 

Of slighted love and reason too, 

And all that pitying Love can do. 

Men, to indulge their passions prone. 

Owe to themselves their crimes alone. 

Yet, cruel (lods, if' you decree 
To spare mankind and punish me; 

If 1 must be tluir victim made, 

I am not for myself afraid. 

But for the woes my wretched fate 
^Vjll soon in either world create: 
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While heaven and cartli my fall o’ertunis. 
And nature my destruction mourns. 

For uliat can stand, if Love' contemn’d 
To shade'' infernal he condemn’d ^ 

Yet since* yejur »jjloe)my fre)vvns declare 
My only icluge is despair, 

Not thus te) leave you all in woe. 

Take this last boon before 1 go , 

Take it, and fe‘e*ling Love's sweet pain, 

Kre 3'e)U conelemn me think again.” 
lie s]K>ke, and secret east his darts, 
iSnatcli’d fre)ni his (juive r, at their hearts. 

-K -X Y' -X- -y- X -X- 

Upsprung the (iods, with wounds distress’d; 
Jove^ had a dozen in his breast. 

-X X- X -X- X X- X 

Mars lost an e^^e, anel Hacchus two; 
Hermes, the (le)el of Lloepience, 

Had his tongue sliced, anil ever since 
All oratory has decliiiM 

To noise, phrase, Hgures, words, and wind. 

X X X X -A XX 

Never in heav’n was such a scene. 

XX X -X * X -X 

While all with troubled hearts debate. 

How the dear rebel they should treat. 

X X X -> -X A 

Their rage soft pity straight controls. 

And wav’ring thoughts distract their souls. 
This Venus guess’d, and soon begun 
To Iiope she might retrieve her son. 
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While tears roll'd down her crimson’d cheeks, 
And her swell’d heart with anguish breaks. 

If- -<■ -t • * -K >(• 

“ Oil hear, and sjiare my heaiiteons son, 

Or Venus—nay, the A\orld s undone. 

Alas! I would not, cannot hide 

Ills \\eakness, rashness, spleen, or pride. 

I see the laults I can’t delend, 

V^hieh olt I’ve fondly strove to mend; 

And had restor'd his fame and bliss 
Long since, hut that he ke(‘])s a iVJiss, 

On uliom, poor ln>v, he doats to rage. 

So much her charms his soul engage. 

» ,()(.; j- ^ V 

Thi s in mph, on yhom I saitl he tloat.s. 

He lov’d uheii in his petticoats ; 

She’'' vail’d Mona, iliough you know 
Folly’s her f'av’iile name below : 

The creature's handsome, and, indeed, 

Has beauties which all jir.iise exceed; 

And t this nvmph, possess’d of charms 
To tempt a I’luehiis to her arms. 

Is btdl so giddy, wild, and weak. 

Half ideol, hall’ covpiet and rake ; 

Is such a rattle, such a romp. 

So fond of cards, tea-tatilc, pomp, 

Offcasts, halls, visit'-, drums, and park. 

And little frolics in tlie dark. 

That as with willing dotage sway’d. 

Love’s rul’d by this deluding maid; 
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'Tis plain by her, and lier alone, 

The j^lory of m 3 ' son’s o’erthrovvn. 

She sets Iiiin on a world of freaks, 

She makes liiin herd with clieats and rakes; 
Slic biiijgs him into brawls and scrapes. 

And mischief in a thousand shapes; 

And what*s the most perplexing thought. 
Keeps him from settling as he ought. 

Till he w'as led by her, my bo 3 ’ 

Gave me and every being joy. 

* * -x * * * * 

Now fool’d by her, he acts a part 

That shocks all heuv’n, and breaks 1113 ' heart. 

Tlie cause thus shewn of his ill carriage. 
Next comes the cure—in short, ’tis marriage. 
There is a (ioddess sitting there. 

That might reclaim him b 3 her care ; 

And, with Iier pardon, I must name 
Sage Metis, that trauhcendent dame, 

Wliose aid the Gods sometimes implore. 

And men by VV’isdom’s name adore.’* 

Dp blush’d good Metis to the eyes. 

But skew’d more pleasure than surprise : 

Joy, mix’d with wonder, secret stole 
W^arm to her heart, and Hll’d her soul; 

Some virgin fears about her hung, 

While modest shame tied up her tongue , 

Yet silent all her thoughts were seen. 

And glad went on the Paphian Queen. 



AMIU nST SKLOKN. 


273 


•- y * Xr V K- !<■ 

This sweet adviser, tiuis assiirird, 

V\'ill make liim wise, and I'orni Ids mind. 

■X- > X X- H- < x 

Send, send them with me lionie; niy ear 
Will hold us all, and ’lis not lav: 

And happy may their nu})tials he 
To (lods and men, to them and me.” 

She eeasW * y- * * 

* d'he relentina senate vowM 

Her piadl’er’d terms should he allow’d. 

As the best method to reform 

Her son, and calm the ])resent storm; 

So pitying much her hapless state, 
l^iss’d her petition on ilehate, 

While Love and W isdom i:ave their hands, 

And vouM to join in Hymen's hands, 
y * y ^ ^ 


( ANTO ir. 

Prcp.it.iliniis m (lyprus for tin* inani.i^c of Cupid .iiid AlftN 
In') t^o^^llId (oiidiicl, .iiid r(l<i|)s( mto (lie (loiiiinioti of 

y- X- X- V V / 

This Cyprus lound : v\hcre all the swains 
KejoicM around her fertile plains, 

Metis and l.,ove to meet, who came 
To Join true wisdom uitii his flame; 

Youn^ ^irls, old maidens, widows, wives, 

W ere ne’er more jocund in their lives, 

VOL. le. 
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rinding the God no more distress'd. 

And with so sage a tutoress bless’d. 
Would lead a married life unhlam’d. 

■Jtr -Jfr -y ^ -K * 

Making the subject world perceive. 

What blessings Love and Prudence give. 

Large were the preparations made, 

F’or Venus understood her trade. 

To make her palace wond'roiis fine. 

And crown their nuptials and design j 
Sage Metisj like a girl of sense. 

Would lain have sav’d the vast expense , 
But Venus, who affected shew. 

Scorn’d management as vile and low. 

* ^ ^ 

“ And as for money, 1 can seize. 

From my rich temples, what I please ^ 
'I'liere, my gf>ld statues I’ll purloin. 

And turn them all to ready coir..” 

So said, so done : from Cnidos four 
She took, from (Cyprus many more ; 
Lxpending such a mint of gold 
As scarce all Lombard-street could hold 
And as for each new fashion’d thing 
Her mind was ever on the wing. 

Her wit and money she employs. 

Like high-bred dames, to purchase to\> 
For pomp her passion to display. 

Fond she postpon’d the wedding-day ; 
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Crowds of artificers were brought. 

And night and day incessant wrought; 
Mahogany laid all her floors. 

Gold locks and hinges deck’d her doors; 

With [ndian skrceiis and China jars, 

Her liouse was graced, like Heav’n with stars. 

-•f ^ * * * * * 

Although she never read or pray’d, 

She Conn’d a study for parade ; 

And a line chapel, near her stairs, 

Was plac’d for nothing ehc hut airs. 

Round the vast dome a eorridore 
By tile best hands was painted o’er ; 

TJiroiigh all th’ apartments I’arian stone 
In eolumns and in friezes shone; 

In splendid utensils profuse. 

Chas’d vessels serv’tl for common use : 

As taste and luxury never plann’il 
Saloons so fine, or rooms so grand, 

So all from top to bottom seen, 

Look’d great, and like tlie I’apliian (^ueen. 

lint K- V. 

* ^ ’midst this state bid sorrows, sprung 

J rom Cupid’s pranks, o’er Metis hung; 

For though she saw all things agreed, 

The Iiouse set out, and lawyers feed 
For drawing up the deeds of dower. 

For hastening Hymen’s happy lioiir. 

She knew' not what to think on’t still, 

J’he God behav’d himself so ill. 

T 2 
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Besides, as through tlic smallest hole 
Men spy the day-light, so his soul, 

In every little habitude, 

Witli penetrating eye she view’d, 

And saw appearances at least, 

AVhich all her anxious doubts increas'd 
Oft when the lover’s part he play'd, 

His looks a soul uninov’d betray’d ; 

For, when he eourtt'd her, the wretch 
Would 3 awn, and sifili, and gape, and stretcl 
And what the Goddess scarce could bear. 
Would call her wise, hut never fair. 

In temper giddy as a child, 

He fawn’d and tiuarrcH’d, frow n'd and sniil d 
This daj^ all ice, the next he burns. 

Like agues, hot and cold by turns. 

Now dress’d like country scpiiies and plain,. 
He’d ride tibout in dirt and rain ; 

And as a proof of unfeign’d loving, 

Put on the husband and tlic sloven ; 

Then, all those boorish whims abhorr’d 
He’d go as fine as anj^ lor<l : 

Grown fond of Metis to excess. 

Would prove his passion his dress. 

And proud to sliew his love and clothes, 
Swear over all his vows and oaths; 

Then tir’d of that, he’d quite birsakc 
TJie Goddess, and afiect the rake ^ 

And fond of girls, and wine, and play, 

Would scarce speak to her twice a da\ 



AMIirRVr SKLOKV. 


r>o ficklo, that no weather-glass 
Could through more variations pass. 

* * * ¥r * * 

In short, hi> eonduct was so had. 

That graNO gootl people thoiiglit him mad. 
And mad he was UvS any hare 
In March, while griev’d he sought his fair; 
Tor whom the wretch wa>^ all this while 
Scouring hy m'glit the Cyprian isle, 

VVliere, of the (loddesses afraid. 

He heard they hid his charming maid'. 

Venus, poor >oul, now storm'd, now wept, 
fo get him in some order kept, 

And took the truant oft aside. 

And urg'd how^ much he slieck’d his bride. 

nr * * )t X * 

Then slie would mingle hitter taunts 
About his uncles and his aunts, 

And hcg he would not thus disgrace 
Himself and his celcNtial race. 

But lead a life like one that knew 
What was to them and Metis due. 

'Thus things went on: poor \Tnus rail’d. 

He promi.s’d to grow good—and fail’d. 

And when she told him ot his Miss, 

He laugh’d and stopt her with a kiss: 

He own'd lie lik’d the nymph, but swore 
He lik’d as well a thousand more; 


1 


Moria, 
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Yet hoped when marry’d he should lix, 

And lay aside his rambling tricks. 

Tlius with false prattle he amus’d 
The Goddess, and her faith abus’d. 
******* 

For Love, like many a senseless elf. 
Thought his best counsellor himself. 

But all this while a secret fear 
Was buzzing Metis in the ear. 

What ways or ineasurcs she should take : 
She lov’d the God, but loth’d the rake. 

For though his pt^rson pleas’d the eye, 

II is actions gave his looks the lie: 

Wlien like a friend she blam’d his pranks, 
She found she got but little thanks ; 

For spite of all her wise discourse. 

The little wretch shew’d no remorse; 
Would vow her ignorance and zeal 
Struck fire, when join’d, hke Hint and 'teel. 

* -K- Ot * * X- * 

Frequent he’d answer all she said 
With, “ pray, no chiding till we’re wed; 
Or, prythec do not think me rude, 

To tell you plainly 3 ^ou’re a prude: 
Directing me looks something odd— 

If you’re a Goddess, I’m a God.” 

The truth is, Metis, though so wise, 

Was much addicted to advise; 
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No pedant more inclin'd to teach, 

No deacon better pleas’d to preach. 

* * * * -jt * * 

This talk of Metis and his mother 

Went in at one ear, out at t’other. 
******* 

Yet thous^h his hcai't, where’er he went, 

Was on his bright Moria bent. 

He seldom fail’d his court to pay 
To prudent Metis, day by day. 

* * * K- * * * 

At length the happ}' morn appears 
To crown the long revolving j'cars. 

Assign’d to join tlieir plighted hands 
For ever in the nuptial bands; 

And sums immense were thrown away 
'Fo grace the triumjdi of the day. 

+ X- * * A- X- * 

Their silk, their lace, their modes of dress, 

We leave for courtly dames to guess; 

In robes how Venus gorgeous shone, 

And all bedizen’d out her son ; 

How his grave bride with gems look’d bright. 

As stars adorn a frosty night. 

The song omits—for it would tire 

Bright Cowley’s wit, great Shakespeare’s lire 

***** X- * * 

Grac’d with bright rays which shone afar, 

Seated with Venus in her car, 

7’he heavenly pair, while clarions sound. 

With ble'^slngs bail’d, with glory crown’d. 
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111 state approach tlie Lumplc’s gates 
Wlioru half the Cyprian natjon waits, 

Till the high priest llieir iiands should tie 
[n hands which time and death defy. 

The gates unfold, they enter in, 

And soon the hallow’d rites begin; 

With hallow’d tires the altars blaze. 

The jiriest ihe bellowing victim slays, 

"^I'lie hymn to Juno whili* he spoKe, 

Uie nuptial cake in Ibnn was broke : 

But oh, amazing ! as their hands 
Were joining in the nuptial bands. 

As Love prepar’d to give the ring. 

And the high priest began to sing, 

Forth sprung Moria from the crowd. 

And, bold, forbade the banns aloud : 

“ The God is mine, is mine,” she cries 
“ Both by divine and human ties. 

X -X * * * * * 

B}^ solemn oaths our hearts arc knit, 

Two hearts that best each other fit. 

Speak, Cupid, art thou mine alone ? 

Speak, and thy Ibnd Moria own ; 

This infant which I go with claims, 

You’ll vouch it sprung from heavenly flame 

Instant, enchanted with her face, 

Hush’d Cupid to her lov’d embrace , 
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Ka\I'xli'(l to meet her, ami ainaz’il, 
rpDii her witching cliariiis he ga/’cl, 

And c r>'d, “ Hrlght nymph, I’m wliolly thine. 
And \'ou, and only you, are mine. ” 

'riic poniiil stared anil dropt his book. 

< ' * < K X- 'l- 

Disma\M stood \ i nus—to the .skies 
S1 k‘ lield her hands and rais’d her eyes; 

Sunk Wisdom to the earth torlorn, 

Her soul witli struggling pas>ioiis torn ; 

And pieri'M with griet, and stung with pride, 
The lal ''L' periiiiioLis (lod she ev’d; 

Tlien tainting w ith disdain awa\ , 

Clos'd lier griev d e\es and ioth’d tlie day. 
Meanwhile, neglectful of their woes. 

Love with trmmpliant I'olK goes. 

Drawn by his mothers cooing doves, 

To sunny C!aria’s citron groves. 

X- X y. / ^ X- * 

Ravish’d that Metis could not curb 
I’heir dotage, or their peace disturb. 

X- -X y- -X- X- X- y- 

Meantime poor Metis kept Iicr bed, 

Much troubh'd with an aelum- head: 

\nd as she never was a toast. 

Look’d pale and meagn; as a ghost; 

'riiough strong, too weak to ward the blow , 
Though sage, too loud to slight the woe : 
r.ove proud, like death, to levid all, 

I'lie wise like fools before him fall. 
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Venus, wlio still sat near her, press’d 
Her head upon licr snowy breast; 

She kiss’d away the tears she shed. 

With her own hands she dress’d her bctl; 
She brought her cordials, made her tea 
Of the best hyson or bohea; 

To drive away each fretful thouf^ht. 

She told what news the papers brought; 
Whate’er in hcav’n or eartlt was done. 
She told, but never nam’d her son. 
Ambrosia was Jier daily fare. 

With ncctarVl drains to doze despair; 

Slic manag’d her with great address. 

Made her play cards, backgammon, chess 
She got her out, and every morn 
Around the skies would take a turn. 

To try, while in their car they dew. 

What air and exercise might do. 
Whene’er her pain relax’d, she vow’d 
No cure was like a brilliant crowil) 

So, in the eve of each good day. 

Coax’d her abroad to see the play. 

Thus, like fine belles, she idly sought. 

By vain delights to banish thought. 

* * * y- * -)(■ If 

Her head she dress’d, her hair she curl’d. 
And made her visit half the w'orld. 

* * * * It * * 

In short, she was in perfect pain 
The fair to comfort—but in vain. 
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lies a iiu'ssciimT to iciuoiislr.ito with Ciipitl, and lu 
bring linii back to Wisiluiii. 

Swift tluoujzli tiu' air Irt'iic patss'd, 

And finds deludod I-ove at last, 

Gazing on l^’o!l\’s Uoautoous face, 

Feasting liis eyes on evin-y grace, 

\nd thunders in his ears a peal 
Of bold plain trutlts, witli honest zeal : 

Tells him the dreadful news she brinffs. 

And the plain eon''e(juenee of things ; 

Shew (I all his mother’s letters to Iiim, 

And vow ’tl Moria would undo him ; 

Said twice as much as Venus hid her, 

And hegg’d of (hipid to consider, 
flow his vile pranks and broken vows, 

\\ t)uld Jote’s m'-iiltt d vengeance rouse; 

Then adding threats, vow’d o’er and o’er. 

The Gods wendd he deceiv’d no more : 

In short, she made hi^ conduct look 

So black, like aspen leaves be shook. 

* ^ ■»( ^ * * 


X- 
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KllOiVI (JANTO IV. 

Folly, aflor ihc dcparliiro ol Irene, holds a long dialogue witli 
Love, in ^^hich she argues lier own supi-riority over Wisdom, 
and the l)enefui.il inlluenee which she extTcises in the world, 
pretty much in tlie manner of Erasmus’s Praise ol Folly. She 
perceives, however, that Cupid is so s.idly teriiijcd by the 
thieals lately held out to him. that her empire over him is still 
in (l.uiger. 

Intrtuic’d in sleep while Cuj)id lies, 

And downy slumbers seal his eyes. 

■it -X -X X- -X -X- X 

Distracting cares Moria’s breast 
Disturb'd, and banish’d balmy rest; 

She saw her charmer’s fluttering heart 
Was almost on the wing to part. 

X- Xr X- -X X- X- X 

Shc doubted fear miglit banish love, 

As frights will ague-fits remove. 

■X X- -X X- X- X X 

Hack’d with despair, she rose and walk’o 
And wdldly to Iiersclf she talk’d. 

* ¥r X X X- -X 

Till rous’d at last Iier delug’d eyes, 

Charm’d w ith a great design she tries: 
riush’d with tile thought, she wings lier flight 
To the dun tloddess ol'the Night: 

She I'ound her on a mountain’s side. 

Where rocks her palace portals hide; 

^Valls of thick mist its precincts close. 

No groves, lodge, cawing rooks, or crows, 
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iUit solemn Silence, s;till as Death, 

Lay slumbh’ing on th’ extended heath ; 

Old Nature built it under ground^ 

Shut from the day, remote from sound ; 

Its outstretch’d columns arch’d inclose 
Vast voids devoted to repose, 

Form’d of huge caverns so obscure, 

As ’twere of light the sepulture. 

****** 

Stretch’d on her couch the Queen she found, 
Her head with wreaths of poppy crown’d, 
Each sense dissolv’d in soft repose. 
******* 

While Storms of grief her bosom swell, 
Prostrate the nymph before her fell, 

And thus the slothful power address’d: 

“ Wake, Night’s grtal (ioddess, give me rest, 
Assist your child—tiiy birth 1 owe 
To you and Erebus below ‘; 

With millions made to me a prey. 

I’ve throng’d the gloomy realms you sway; 
Yet Love, who gods and men deceives, 

Moria soon perfidious leaves ; 

Unless your skill divine can find 
Some means to keep him true and kind.’* 


‘ Krc’bus, ilic' inlrnial tlrily, niinriol to No\, tlio LtoddcAs, 
ns all III} iliolugists ugroe, and I'vai (aiiTo t(“lls us this in liis 3(i 
hooK of llic ^’atiiic ol till’ Gods, lliis in.image prodnied n crowil 
ot 'i.niid < iiildii'M, «uch as Dereit, Kj-ar, t.uhoiir, Eii\y, ari-l iu.ki , 

• I' » I iinona Ml 1 F()llv is set do^n is dmc 
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^ * Slow the yawning Goddess sighs, 

And, half asleep, with pain replies: 

“ As I saw Love was false as fair. 

Know, child, I made your peace my care: 
While fond to fix his fickle heart. 

I’ve form’d this masterpiece of art: 

Here, take this phial, which I’ve fill’d 
With oils from female tears distill’d. 

Warm’d with your sighs, bedew it round 
His eye-lids, seal’d in trance profound. 
And by lov’d Erebus I swear, 

The (iod your chains shall raptur'd wear: 
Haste, use it—leave me to my rest.” 

►She sunk, with dozing fumes oppress’d. 

So quick as airy Fancy flies. 

Or beamy light shoots round tlic skies, 

To Cupid’s couch she wings her way. 
Where, sunk in sleep, the dreamer lay ; 
Warm’d with her sighs, the oil, in rills. 
Soft round his eye-lids she distils, 

'fhen unpcrceiv’d to bed she stole. 

While joys enraptur’d swcll’d her soul. 

Wake, wretched Cupid, haste, arise. 

Or never shall thy radiant eyes 
Nature’s fair face again survey. 

Or the bright sun’s delightful ray; 
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For by the magic arts of Night 
Folly will rob thee of thy sight, 

And by mad fondness^ undesign’d, 

Will make tliec senseless, dark, and blind. 

And now the virgin Light had rear’d 
Her head, and o*cr the mountains peer’d. 
When Foil}’, glad her grand design 
Was near the springing, like a mine. 
Impatient for the great event 
Of her dread mother’s liniment. 

Drew the bed-curtains, wild with jov. 

To rouse the soul subduing bo}^ 

And cry’d, “ Awake, my dear, the sun 
Already lias its course begun ; 

Whole nature smiles, while thus wc use 
The morn, fresh bath'tl in limpid dc\v>.” 

Pleas’d he awakes ; his ears rejoice 
To hear her sweet bewitching voice. 

And, fond, to see her turn’d his eyes. 

But, starting, found, with deep surprise. 
Though in their own warm melting rain 
He bath'd and rubb’d them long in vain; 
riieir powers of vision die away. 

While dimm’d, nor conscious of the day; 
Fruitless they roll their shining orbs. 

Which the dark gloom of night absorbs. 

“ O Hcav’ii'” he cries, ‘‘the Crods, I find, 
l ie* cruel (iods, have struck me blind . 
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Or rather Metis, in despite. 

Has by some art destroy’d my sight. 
*-**■***■* 

Fair cliarmcr, I no more shall see 

The sun, nor, what’s more cruel, thee.** 

******** 

Stood fond Moria quite distress’d. 

She clapt her hands, she smote her breast; 

She sighs * * ^ * 

* sinks down, and, cold as clay. 

Kisses his feet, and faints away. 

« it * * ♦ # 

At length her pulse begun to beat. 

And life renews its genial heat; 

Her heaving lungs expanded play, 

Again her eyes behold the day. 

“ Bright charmer * ” cries the (iod, “ 3^our grid 
Distracts, but gives me no relief; 

Try to assist me: quick arise, 

And couch this film which veils my eyes; 

Here, take this dart, raze off, with care. 

This speck, and lay the pupil bare.’’ 

While grief and shame her face o’erspread. 
Upon her knee she loan’d his head ; 

Then points the dart, and with her hands 
The crystal rooted film expands ; 

But oh ! the rack was so intense, 

So twing'd the nerve, and shock*d the sense, 
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He begg’d her, yelling with despair. 

The fruitless torture to forbear. 
**«*♦*#* 

Withal the little subtle dart 

Quick through his e\e so pierc’d his heart. 

Enkindling there such raging fires; 

♦♦♦it*-##* 

They made the Ciod his nymph adore, 

And, fond to dotage, love her more. 

His pain abates, hut this fresh flame 
So shoots iiJto his vital frame. 

He, drunk with love and joy, forgets 
His blindness and his mother’s threats. 

“ IMy life !” says he, “ I here discard 
For this tlistress the least regard; 

IMetlunks 1 I’eel mv flames renew; 

My hi e’s not only yours—but you ; 

While, hkc a graft fed b}' the tree, 

I live absorbed and sunk in thee. 

*« ****** 

Lend me your hand ; a God shall bear, 

Umnov’tl, those woes which mortals share. 

Yi^s! since the evil I endure 
Is past thy art and mine to cure. 

Thou now o’er me and men shalt reign. 

♦ *#«*»*f 

Unchanged as fate, the world shall find. 

While Folly’s faithful I’ll be kind; 

And ages yet unborn shall see 

Ilow firm my soul is link’d to thee. 

-X- V- X * ¥ y 


VOL. rv. 
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Thus the gay hours delightful fly. 

Till Folly’s own good hour draws nigh, 
When, twing’d and pain’d, her labour came. 
She sends for many a Carian dame; 

By great Lucina’s help and theirs. 

To ease the burthen which she bears. 

Great was her danger; for the fright 
She took when Cupid lost his sight. 

And the dread horror of her crime, 

Had made her come before her time: 

Yet blest with what she thought a treasure, 
A girl at last was born, call’d Pleasure, 

Of a weak, sickly, tender make. 

Tall, thin, and slender as a rake; 

So slight, it scarce would handling bear. 
Fainting in spite of Folly’s care: 

For, as the sensitive plant, it seem’d 
To shrink at every touch, and scream’d 
Like mandrakes, when their tender shoots 
Are torn upwards by the roots. 
******* 
Withal it had the loveliest face, 

With such enchanting mien and grace. 

No infant destin’d for a toast 
Could such a set of features boast. 
******* 

Could Venus see it, they believ’d 
Her favour might be yet retriev’d, 
******* 

Full of these views, their harness’d doves 
Bear them from Caria’s fragrant groves. 
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And though o’ertaken by the night, 
Safely near Paphos they alight; 
There, in a villa hous’d, they sent 
To Venus witli a compliment. 

On a gilt card, ill spelt, and writ 
With modn-n cant and awkward wit, 
To tell her they were conic to pa)'^ 

Their duty, and they hop’d to stay. 
****)(-** 


Vcmis, imifli , jM'imils Ium' Son lo iiitioilncc iijs 

Misnvss Hiul Cliil<l lo Iut. Tho si«rli( oi (In* iMMiitiful iiifnnl 
Pli'iisiin* comph’li's liri rcconcilrincia 7 \s11k- .'ipprcliciision oi 
tilt' Lo\('i>. lioAvcvor, is not vt'l ijnii’lcd rt'sjx'cliiii^ (lin aiint'r oi 
tlif (Iflcsiial", X’fiuis ;i|t|><'.isfs tli<‘ l.iiiiciii.itioiis ol Folly, and 
prep.ircs to si-t out ior inpns, \\liillici Alctis h.id jzoiit' befnre 
to {iri'lt'v lii'i soil .it^.iinsl lici ln'ii.i\<'r and lii'i* ii\al. 

Venus, distracted with their cries, 

Come, dry your tears,” says she, “ PI) tr\ 

My interest yet in yonder sky: 

Make ready straight my ear and doves; 

Get on your riding coats and gloves: 

Although my poiier may prove hut faint, 

W’^hen weigh’d with Metis’s complaint, 

And all luv eloquence too weak. 

When injur’d AVisdom comes to speak. 

Yet these poor charms perhaps may plead 
With Jove, Fjnless your doom’s decreed.” 
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They reachM, eacli storm and danger past, 

The mansions of the Gods at last. 

* * * * *^ * 

Love’s cause already was come on, 

And Metis had in form begun 
A huge philippic on her son. 

Alarm’d with this, in haste they dress’d. 
And Venus on her snowy breast 
The magic cestus secret plac’d. 

And walk’d, with heavenly glory grac’d. 
Love follow’d with his brilliant girl, 
Trick’d out with jewels, lace, and pearl; 
Within her fost’ring arms convey’d. 
Pleasure her infant charms display’d; 
When, all perfum’d with civet, came 
Where Jove in judgment sat supreme; 
There they heard Metis just concluding 
A long harangue of Love’s eluding 
The Powers above, and all the vows 
He swore, of making her his spouse. 


Venn?, in repljr to Metis, addresses Jove in licr Son’s behalf’, and 
pleads for permitting Moria to be his bride. 

******** 

She ‘ ceas’d—the cestus did the rest, 

And rous’d soft pity in his® breast: 


• Venuj. 


’ In Jupiter’s. 



AMHURST SKLDEX. 


He sigh’d, and, with a pensive air, 

Saw Metis wise, and Folly fair; 

And, secret, in his breast divine, 

Conceiv'd a glorious great design. 

*♦♦*■*» 

He paus’d : and thus each Hour that waits 
To guard high Heaven’s resplendent gates, 
liespoke, and, with a gracious mien, 
bhook his ambrosial curls serene. 

Proclaim a solemn banquet—call 
The Gods to our ctherial hall, 

^V]lerc 1*11 promulgate a decree 
To bind both hcav’n, and eaith, and me; 
Where Love and Metis both shall own. 
Justice and mercy found my throne.’* 

«- « » r * « «■ 

.Vt once the swift-wing’d couriers rise, 

.V.nd sound a bamjuct through the skies; 
The (Jods the tliundercr’s call attend. 

And, pleas’d, the etherial hall ascend; 

.*\.s Jove, they heard, would now decide, 
Which lady should be Cupid’s bride; 

If 1 .ove would suit with Wisdom best. 

Or happier live in Folly blest. 
##****♦ 

Each, fond to hear the sentence past. 

To settle heaven and earth at last. 

Put on their gayest robe and face, 

J'he banquet and the God to grace. 
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The grand repasts of pompous kings, 

Compar’d to this, arc sordid things. 

* * # 4 ^ ♦ « * 

Sat all the Deities elate. 

They ate and drank in golden plate. 

♦ *«***» 

Wine cheers their hearts, yet, calm and cool, 
Each mus’d how Jove the cause woidd rule; 
And, when they took the cloth away. 

Watch’d the great business ol' tl\e day. 

Straight Jove all Hcav’n in silence hush’d, 

H is will pronouncing, laugh'd and blush’d; 

And placing Folly at his side, 

Decrees her Cupid’s tittest bride ; 

He shews his reasons (but too long 
They would protract the i'aithrul song), 

Then toasts her health : the nectar d bowl 
Fie gives her to enlarge her soul: 

She drank so deep, an air divine 
O’er all her 1‘eatures seem’d to shine. 

“ That draught',” says Jove, (and, pleas’d, he 
smil’d. 

Midst all his thunders, sweet and mild) 

‘‘ FI as rais’d thee, fair Moria, high 
As the bright daughters of the sky ; 

' Apiileius u‘])rLs«.'iits JiipiUT (lu liii, litli l)ook) nuiking Psyche 
iinmorUl in tins luaniiri, l)y making her tlrink out of the bo ^ l 
which he reached to her. 
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Thou’rt now immortal grown, and fit 
Great Love’s embraces to admit: 

Together calm the frantic earth, 

Allay men’s woes, augment tlicir mirth ; 
Sweeten their cares, and let tliem see, 

If they’re unbless’d, ’tis not from me.” 

lie joins their hands for endless ages, 

And bids them scorn censorious sages. 

“ Let none,” said Jove, “ while thus they’re tied. 

Sweet Folly and fond Love divide. 

* * * * 

Accurs’d be his atrocious crime, 

Who parts you through the rounds of time; 

And let fair l^Icasure always be 
Belov’d by men, by gods, and me. 

Vet, prudent Metis, don’t despair, 

For thou art mine, by Styx 1 swear'. 

My chosen wife, whose counsels still 
Shall rule my heart and guide my will. 

And with eternal charms control 
The fond affections of my soul,” 

‘ The godilrss Metis, vr Wisdom, in Hesiod’s Tlicogonia, is set 
down as one ol' tlic wives whom Jupiter married.—Vide Nat. 
Com. I. 2. p. 90. cap. 2. 
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born in 1685, and died in tlie very minute of 
the earthquake of 1750, of the shock of which, 
thou^li speechless, he appeared to be sensible. His 
life was active, benevolent, and useful: he was the 
general fricjul of unfortunate genius, and liis schemes 
for public utility were frustrated only by the narroiv- 
ness of his circumstances. Though his manners 
were unassuming, his personal dignity was such, tJiat 
he made Pope fairly ashamed of the attempt to insult 
him, and obliged the satirist to apologise to him with 
a mean equivocation. 


VKUSJBS WRITTEN IIV THE AlTTHOll WHEN ALONE 
IN AN INN AT SOUTHAMPTON. 

Twenty lost years have stol’n their hours away, 
Since in this inn, cv’n in this room, I lay: 

How chang’d! ^hai then was rapture, fire, and air. 
Seems now sad silence all and blank despair! 

Is it that youth jiaints every view too bright, 

And, life advancing, fancy fades Iier light ? 

Ah, no!—nor yet is day so far declin’d. 

Nor can time’s creeping coldness reach the mind. 

’Tis that I miss th’ inspirer of that youth; 

Her, whose soft smile was love, whose soul w as trutli. 
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Her, from whose pain I never wish’d relief, 

And for whose pleasure I could smile at grief. 
Prospects that, view’d with lier, inspir’d before, 
Now seen without her can delight no more. 

Death snatch’d my joys, hy cutting ofl her share, 
But left her grlei’s to multiply my care. 

Pensive and cold this room in each chang’d part 
I view, and, shoekM, from ev’ry object start: 

There hung the watch, that beating hours from day. 
Told its sweet owner’s lessening life away. 

There her dear diamond taught the sash my name; 
’Tis gone! frail image of love, life, and tame. 

That glass, she dress’d at, kee])s her foim no more; 
Not one dear footstep timc.s th’ unconscious floor. 
There sat she—yet tho^c chairs no sense retain, 
And busy recollection smarts in vain. 

Sullen and dim, what faded secnes an* here ! 

T wonder, and retract a ''tarting tear, 

Ciazc in attentive doubt—with anguish swell. 

And o’er and o’er on each weigh’d object dwell. 
Then to the window rush, gay \iews invite. 

And tempt idea to permit delight. 

But unimpressive, all in sorrow drown’d, 

One void forgetful desert glooms around. 

<^h lifi!—deceitful lure of lost desires! 

How short tliy period, vet how' fierce thy fires! 
Scarce can a passion start (we change so fast), 

Ere new lights strike us, and the old are past. 
Schemes following scliemcs, so long life’s taste ex¬ 
plore, 

fbat ere we learn to live, we live no more 
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Who then can think—yet sigh, to part with breath 
Or shun the healing hand of friendly death ? 

Guilt, penitence, and wrongs, and pain, and strife. 
Form the whole heap’d amount, thou flatterer, life! 
Is it for this, that toss’d ’twixt hope and fear, 
Peace, by new shipwrecks, numbers each new year ^ 
Oh take me, death! indulge desir’d repose. 

And draw thy silent curtain round my woes. 

Yet hold—one tender pang revokes that pray’r. 
Still there remains one claim to tax my care. 

Gone though she is, she left her soul behind. 

In four dear transcripts of her copied mind. 

They chain me down to life, new task supply. 

And leave me not at leisure yet to die 1 
Busied for them I yet forego release. 

And teach my wearied heart to wait for peace. 

But when their day breaks broad, T welcome night. 
Smile at discharge from care, and shut out light. 


VERSKS WRirrEN ON A WINDOW. 

Tender-handed stroke a nettle. 

And it stings you for your pains; 
Grasp it like a man of mettle. 

And it soft as silk remains. 

’Tis the same with common natures. 
Use ’em kindly they rebel: 

But be rough as nutmeg-graters. 

And the rogues obey you well. 



WILLIAM HAMILTON. 

BORN 1704.-DIKI) 1754. 


WrLLiA:\r Hamilton, ofBangour, as of an ancient 
family in Ayrshire. He was liberally educated, and 
his genius and delicate constitution seemed to mark 
him out for pacific pursuits alone, but he thought fit 
to join the standard of rebellion in 1745, celebrated 
tlie momentary blaze of its success in an ode on the 
battle of (jJadsmuir, and finally escaped to iTance, 
after much wandering and many hardshi[)s in the 
highlands. Tfe made Jiis peace Jiowever with the 
government, and came liome to take pos^^ession of 
his paternal estate; but the state of hi^ health re¬ 
quiring a warmer climate, lie returned to the con¬ 
tinent, where he continued to reside till a slow 
consumption carried him off at Lyons, in his 50th 
3xar. 

The praise of elegance is all that can be given to 
his verses. In case any reader should be immo¬ 
derately touched Avith sjnnpathy for his love suffer¬ 
ings, it is proper to inform him, that Hamilton was 
thought by the fair ones of his day to be a very 
inconstant swain. A Scotch lady, whom he teased 
with his addresses, applied to Home, the author of 
Douglas, for advice how to get rid of them. Home 
advised her to affect to favour his assiduities. She 
did so, and they were immediately withdrawn. 



300 


WILLIAM HAMILTON. 


FROM CONTEMPLATION, OR THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE. 

O VOICE divine, whose Iieavenl}^ strain 
No mortal measure may attain, 

O powerful to appease the smart, 

That festers in a wounded heart, 

Whose mystic numbers can assuage 
The bosom of tumult’ous rage, 

Can strike the dagger from despair. 

And shut the wateliful eye of care. 

Oft lur’d by thee, when wretches call, 

Hope comes, that clieers or softens all; 

Expeird by thee, and disposscst, 

Envy forsakes the human breast. 

Tull oft with thee the bard retires, 

And lost to earth, to heav’n aspires; 

How nobly lost! with thee to rove 
Through the long deep’ning solemn gro*. e. 

Or underneath the moonlight pale. 

To silence trust some plaintive tale. 

Of nature’s ills, and mankind’s woes. 

While kings and all tiie {)roud repose; 

Or where some holy aged oak, 

A stranger to the woodman’s stroke, 

From the high rock’s aerial crown 
In twisting arches bending down. 

Bathes in the smooth pellucid stream, 

Full oft he waits the m)'stic dream 
Of mankind’s jo} s right understood. 

And of the all-prevailing good. 
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Cto forth invok’d, O voice divine! 

And issue from sacred slirine. 
***♦### 

* * Ascending Iicavcn’s height, 

Contemplation, take tliy flight: 

Behold the sun, through heav’ii’s wide space. 
Strong as a giant, run liis race: 

Behold the moon exert her light, 

As bl wshing bride on her love-night: 

Behokl the sister starry train. 

Her bridcmaids^ mount the azure plain. 

See where the snows their treasures keep; 
The chambers where the loud winds sleep; 
Where the collected rains abide 
’Till heav’n set all its windows wide, 
I’recipitate from high to pour 
And drown in violence of show’r; 

Or gently strain’d they wash the earth. 

And give the tender fruits a birth. 

See where thunder springs his mine; 

Where the paths of lightning shine. 

Or tir'd those heights still to pursue. 

From heav’n descending with the dew, 

'i'hat soft impregns the youthful mead. 

Where thousand flowers exalt the head, 

Mark how nature’s hand bestows 
Abundant grace on all that grows, 

Tinges, with pencil slow unseen. 

The grass that clothes tlie valley green ; 

Or spreads the tulip’s parted streaks. 

Or sanguine dyes the rose's cheeks, 
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Or points with light Monimia’s eyes. 

And forms her bosom’s beauteous rise. 

Ah! haunting spirit, art thou there! 
Forbidden in these walks t’ appear. 

I thought, O Love ! thou wouldst disdain 
To mix with wisdom’s black staid train; 
But when my curious searching look 
A nice survey of nature took. 

Well pleas’d the matron set to show 
Her mistress-work, on earth below. 

Then fruitless knowledge turn aside. 
What other art remains untried 
This load of anguish to remove. 

And heal the cruel wounds of love ? 

'I’o friendship’s sacred force appl}. 

That source of tenderness and joy : 

A joy no anxious fears profane, 

A tenderness that feels no pain: 
Friendship shall all these ills appease, 

And give the tortur’d mourner ease. 

Th* indissoluble tie, that binds 
In equal chains, two sister minds : 

Not such as servile int’rcsts choose. 

From partial ends and sordid views; 

Nor wlien the midnight banquet fires. 

The choice of wine-inflam’d desires ; 
When the short fellowships proceed. 

From casual mirth and wicked deed; 

’Till the next morn estranges quite 
The partners of one guilty night; 
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But such as judj^ment long has weigh’d 
And years of faithfulness have tried; 
Whose tender mind is fram’d to share 
The equal portion of my care ; 

Whose thoughts my happin(\ss employs 
Sincere, who triumphs in my joys; 

With whom in raptures I may stray 
Through study’s long and pathless way, 
Obscurely blest, in joys, alone, 

To the excluded world unknown. 

Forsook the weak fantastic train 
Of flatt’iy, mirth, all false and vain; 

On whose soft and gentle breast 
My weary soul may take her rest. 

While the still tender look and kind 
Fair springing from the spotless mind. 

My perfected delights ensure 
To last immortal, free and pure. 

Grant, heav’n, if heav’n means bliss for me, 
Monimia such, and long may be. 

it if -t ♦ 

Contemplation, baiSled maid. 

Remains there yet no other aid ? 

Helpless and weary must thou yield 
To love supreme in cv'ry field ? 

Let Melancholy last engage, 

RevTend, hoary-mantled sage. 

Sur^, at his sable flag’s display 
Love’s idle troop will flit away: 
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And bring with him his due compeer. 
Silence, sud, forlorn, and drear. 

Haste thee. Silence, haste and go. 
To search the gloomy world below. 

My trembling steps, O Sybil, lead. 
Through the dominions of the dead ; 
Where Care, enjoying soft repose. 

Lays down the burden of his woes ; 
Where mcritorioujs Want no more 
Shiv’ring begs at Grandeur’s door ; 
Unconscious Grandeur, seal’d Iiis ej^es. 
On the mould’ring purple lies. 

In the dim and dreary round, 

Speecli in eternal chains lies hound. 
And see a tomb, its gates display’d. 
Expands an everlasting shade. 

O ye inhabitants ! that dwell 
Each forgotten in your cell, 

O say ! for whom of human race 
Has fate decreed this hiding place ? 

And hark ! methinks a spiiit calls. 
Low winds the whisper round the walls 
A voice, the sluggisj! air that breaks. 
Solemn amid the silence speaks. 
Mistaken man, thou seek’^t to know. 
What known will but afflict with woe ; 
There thy Monimia shall abide. 

With the pale bridegroom rest a bride, 
The wan assistants there shall lay. 

In weeds of death, her beauteous clay. 
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(> woriis of’Moe ! wliat do I hear ? 

What souncis invade a iovcrV tar? 

Must then tliv charms*, ni\’ anxious care. 
The fate of vulgar beauts ."hare? 

(iood heavhi retard (ft>r thine the [) 0 \\’r) 
The wlieels oi'time, that roll tlie hour. 

Yet ah* Avhy swells my breast with tears? 
Wdiy start tlie iiitenlicted tears ? 

Love, dost thou tempt aj^ain ? depart, 

'J'hoLi devil, cast out from nw heart. 

Sad T forsook the feast, the ball, 

Tile sunny buw’r, and lolty hall, 

Aiul sough.t tlie dungeon of despair. 

Vet tliou overtalc’st me tlierc. 

IIou' little diLam’d I thee to find 
In this lone state of human kind ? 

Nor melancholy can prevail, 

'Idle direlul deed, iior dismal tale: 

Hop’d I for these ihou wouldst remove f 
How TV' ir akin is grief ti) love ? 

Then no niore 1 strive to slinn 

Love’- chains: O heav’n ! thy wall be done, 

d’lie best ph\sieian hero I find, 

To euse a sore diseased mind, 

For soon tins venerable gloom 
Will yield a weary sidfei'er room; 

No more a slave to love decreed. 

At ease and free among the dead. 

Come tlu n, ye tears, ne’er cease to How% 

III full s.»tiet\ of woe : 

Though no '' the maid my heart alarms, 
Severe and mighty in her charms, 

VOL. IV. 
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Doom’d to ol)ey, in l)ondaf;c prcst, 
Tho tyrant’^ lovo commands unblcst; 
Pass but some iieeting moments o’er, 
Tills rcljcl lieart sliall beat no more ; 
Then I’roin niy dark and closing eye, 
The form helovM shall ever lly. 

The tyranny ol' love shall cease. 

Both laid down to sleep in peace ; 

To share alike our mortal lot, 

Her beauties and my cares forgot. 


(ilLni.UT VvE ST. 

r.OKN 1700 .— 1 ) 11:0 )750'. 


1 ill: iran.slator of Pindar was the son of the Bcv. 
Dr. West, who publislied an t'dition of the same 
classic at (Oxford. His mother was sister to Sir 
Richard 'remple, afterwards Lord (’obham. 'I'hough 
bred at Oxlbrd with a view to the clinr<.h, he em¬ 
braced the niililiiry life 1 ‘ur .^oinc time, bcL left it for 
the employment ol Lord d'own^hend, then secretary 
of state, with whom he accompanied the King to 
Han over. rhro'igh this interest he was appointed 
clerk c'xtraordiuary to the ])rivy council, a situation 
which howevi‘»* was not immediately profitable. He 
married soon alter, and retireil to W ickhain, in Kent, 
wlicre his residence was often vi-.ited by Ih’tt and 
Lord Lytthioii, There he waote his Observations 
on the Resurreetioii^ for which the university of 
Oxford made him a doctor of laws. He succeeded 
at last to a lucrative clerl.ship of the pi ivy council. 
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and Mr. Pitt made him treasurer of Chelsea hospital; 
but this accession to his fortune came but a short 
time previous to his death, which was occasioned by 
a stroke of the palsy. 


ALLK(;ORICAL DESCRIPTION OF VERTTT. 

ntOM THK AIJLSK Ol- TH \ V lil.LIN 

So on he passed, till he comen hath 
To a small river, that full slow did jjlidc. 

As it uneath mofi. find its watry path 
Por stones and rubbish, that tlid choak its tide. 
So lay the inoiilderini;' piles on every side, 
SeemM there a i^oodly city once* iiad In'i'ii, 

Albejt now 1‘alleii were her royal pride. 

Yet mute her ancient ‘Treatne.ss still he seen, 

Still IVoni her ruins provM the world’s imperial (|uecn. 

For the rich spoil ol'all the continents, 

I’he boast of art and nature there was hroui.dit, 
Coriiitin.m brass, Egyptian monuments. 

With liierogl^'pliic sculptures all inwrought, 

And Parian jjiarbles, by Oreek aiti^ts taught 
To count erleit the forms of heroes oM, 

And set before the eye of sober ^IlOl.gIlt 
f^ycingn'. Homer, and Alcides hold. 

.All these a.id many more that may i. >1 licre be told. 

There m the middest of a ruin'd j he, 

'J'hat seem’d a theatie of circuit vai-t. 

Where tlioii-ands migJit he scatech lie erewJn'le 
Discover’d liach an uncouth tropliy plac'd ; 

X 2 
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Seem’d a liiigc heap of stone together cast 
In nice disorder and wild symmetry, 

Urns, l)rokcii tVeezes, statues halt*defac’d. 

And pcdesrals with anti(|iie imagerv 
Emboss’d, and pill.irs luigc of costly porpliyry. 

Aloft on tliis strange basis was a jjight 
With girlonds gay adorn’d a golden chair. 

In which a^ i‘ smding witli sell’-hjcd delight. 

In careless pride reclin’d a lady fair. 

And to soil music lent her idle ear; 

The nhich with pleasure so did her enthral, 
'fhat for aught else she had hut little care, 

For wealth, or lame, or honour luninal, 

Or gentle love, sole king of pleasures natural. 

Als hv her side, in richest robes ai ray’d. 

An ('umieh ^ate, of visage pale and dead, 
Unscendy paramour for royal maid ! 

Yet him she courted oft and honoured. 

And oft v'ould by Inn* place in piinc«‘l' sted. 
Though from the dregs ol’earth he sjaingen wert 
And oft with regal crowns she deck’d Ids head, 
And oft, to sooth her vain and foolisli ear, 

She hade him the great names of mighty Kesars bear 

Thereto licrself a pompous title bore. 

For she was vain of her great ancestry. 

But vainer still of that prodigious store 
Of arts and learning, which she vaunts to lie 
In the rich archives of her treasury. 

These she to strangers oftentimes would show , 
Witli grave demean and solemn vanity. 
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Then proudly claim as to her merit due, 

'J'lie \ciicral)lc' praise and title t)!’VertCi. 

Vtrtii she was yclept, and Iield her ctmrt 
'Mitwaid shows ot pouip jiul imiji'sty, 

'^I'o \.a!c!i natlieless few (Uliers did lesoit, 

But aic.i ol l)as«‘ and \idi;ar industry. 

Or sucli jiculy as of them (.■o/en’tl be, 
iMimcs, lithllers, pipers, euniiclis scpiealvinj^’ tine. 
Painters and build-rs, sons orinasonr^, 

AA’ho well coulil measure w ith the rule and line, 
And all the order'^ live ri^ht crafiily detine. 

But other skill of eunniuir architect, 

IJow to contrive the house lor dwelliiii^ best. 

With ^ei(“sulficient scoin tlu-y wont neglect, 

As corresponding with tlKor purpo'«e least; 

And herein hi* tlu'v i opied of the rest, 

W ho civ i‘ pretending love ofscienci' fair. 

And generous purpose to adorn the hreast 
With liberal arts, to Verth’s courr u jiair, 

Yet nought but tunes and names, and coins away do 
bear. 

i'or long, to visiit Iier oncc-honour’d seat 
The studious sons of learning have forbore: 

VYho whilom thither ran, with pilgiim 1‘eet, 

Jler vcnierable relujues to adoie. 

And load their bosom with the sacred store, 
Wheieof the worlil large treasure yet enjoys. 

But sitheiicf siie declin’d from wisdom’s lore, 
riic} left htr to display her pompous toy^ 

To virtuosi v.iin, and wondcr-gapuig hoys. 
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BORN’ 1/21.-OJKO 1750. 


Collins puhlislied his Oriental eclogues while at. 
college, and his lineal poetry at the age of twenty- 
six. Tliose \\orks wdl abide coinjiarison with wliat- 
cver IVIiltoM wrote under the age of thirty. If they 
have rathe! less exuberant wealth ol‘ genius, they 
exhibit more excpiisite touches of pathos. T.(ikc 
Milton, he Jiads us into the haunted ground of 
iinagimition ; like him, he lias the rich economy ol 
expression haloed with thought, which by single or 
few words often liint'^ entire pictmes to iJie ima¬ 
gination. Jn what short and simple terms, for in¬ 
stance, does he open a wide and majc'-iic landscape 
to the mind, such as we Tuiglitview irom henlomond 
or Snowden, when lie speaks ol’the hie 

“ 'I'hat from some mountain’s side 

Viev\s wilds and swelling floods,” 

Anti in tlic line “ VV’hcrc faint and sickly w'inds for 
ever how l around,” he docs not merely seem to 
describe the suitiy desart, hut brings it home to 
the senses 

A cloud of obscurity sometimes rests ou his high¬ 
est conceptions, arising fioni the fineness of his 
associations, and llie daring sweep of his allu¬ 
sions ; but the shadow is transitory, and interfere^. 
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very little with the light of his iiiiagery, or the 
warmth of his feelings. Tlie ahsenee oi'eMii tliis 
speck of Jii^^^'ticism IVoin his Ode on the is 

[)erhaps the happy cireimistanee (hat xa'iiiivl its 
iinhouiuled |)opLi!arity. \othint; eomnion-place 
in Collins 'I’he pastoral eclogue, which i^ insipid 
in all other Taiglish hands, assumes m his a touch¬ 
ing interest, and a pictnrescpic air of iiovcll y. It 
seems that he himself ultimatel)^ nndi'i valued tliosc 
eclogues, as deticient in cliaracteristjc manners ; but 
surely no just reader of them cares any more about 
this circumstance than about the authenticity of the 
tale of d'rov. 

In his Ode to I'ear he hints at Ids dramatic ambi¬ 
tion, aiul he [)lann(Hl several tragedies. I lad he 
lived to enjoy and adorn existence, il is not easy to 
conceive his sensiti\e spirit and harmonious ear 
descending to nic'dioenty in an^ path of poMry; 
yet it may be doubted if his mind had not a passion 
for the visional V and remote tlirnis of imagination 
too strong and exclusive for the general [imposes of 
the drama. Ills genius loved to breathe lather in 
the [ireternatural and ideal element of poetry, than 
in the atm()s[)here of imiliition, whieli lies closest 
to real life; and his notions ol political exec-lleiice, 
whatever \ows lie might address to the manners, 
were still tending to the \ast, the midefinahle, and 
the ahstraet. Certainly, however, he carried sensi¬ 
bility and tenderness into the highest regions of 
abstracted thought: his cntliusiasm spreads a glow 
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even amongst “ the shadowy tribes of mind,’’ and 
his allegory is as sensible to tlie heart as it is visible 
to the fancy. 


ODE TO EVENING. 

If aught of oaten stop, oi pastoral song, 

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy^ modest car. 
Like thy own solemn springs, 

Thy springs, and d} ing gales ; 

O nyiiipli reserv’d, wliilc now the bright-hair’d sun 
Sits in }()n western tent, wliose cloudy skirts, 

With hrede ethereal wove, 

O’erhang his wavy bed; 

Now air is hush’d, save where the weak-ey’d bat, 
With short shrill shriek Hits by on leathern wing, 
Or wheie the beetle winds 
Ilis small hut sullen horn, 

As oft be rises ’niid^t the twilight path. 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum; 

Now teach me, maid compos’d. 

To breathe some soften’d strain. 

Whose numbers stealing through thy darkening vale, 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit. 

As, musing slow, 1 hail 
Thy genial lov’d return! 
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For when thy folding-star arising shows 

His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant hours, and elves 
Who slept in l)uds tlic ilay, 

And many a nyni})li vvho wreathes her brows with 
sedge, 

And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still. 
The pensive pleasures sweet 
JVcjKire tliy shadowy car. 

Then let me rove some uihl and lieatliy scene. 

Or lind some ruin hiud^L its dreary dells. 

Whose walls more awful nod 
By tliy religious gleams. 

Or if ehill hlustering winds, or driving rain, 

Prevent my willing leer, be mine the hur. 

That from the mountain’s M<le, 

View's wilds, ami swells ng floods, 

And liamlets hrown, and diin-di‘'Cover'd spires. 

And licars tlieir sim|)le hell, and marks o’er all 
'fliy dewy lingei's dra\v 
The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring sliall pour his showers, as oft lie 
wont, 

And bathe tliy breathing tresses, meekest Evei 
While Summer loves to sport 
Beneadi thy lingering light: 
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While fallow Autumn^"'- "ny 1..^. ica\es, 
Or Wiiiter yL‘llln^' rlii’oii;;li iKl* 1'.oii])lous air, 
Airri"]i!s thv ,'illinking train. 

And riid(d\ ivauLs tliy rohes : 


So long, regardl'iil ol' thy ijuicl rule, 



Thy gentlest iidUieneu own, 
And love tli}^ favourite luuuc ! 


ODE ON THE l»OPUL \[l M |*EUs |’l I'lONS OP THE 
H1LI[LANJ)S OI^ SCOII.\M); 

CONSll)lLin,l> \s 'MIL si I:J 1 J I' Ol P.HTJtN. 

iiiM'tihra lo Ml Kihn llunu' 

HoM]'-, thou retnrn’st IVoin 'riianies, wdioso naiads 
loni* 

Have seen tiiee lingering with a loiui Inlay, 

Alid those soft 1. lends^ whose iieails >,/,iie I'uture 
day. 

Shall iiieit, ]jeilia|)s, to hear thy tragie song. 

Go, not nninindful ol that eordial yowil:' 

Wliom, long- endear’d, thou leav st by Lavant’s 
side ; 

Together let us wisli Jiini lasting truth. 

And joy iml,anted with liis desii .’d hride. 

' A gt iillciuuu ot tin- name <»t barrow, wlio iiitiodui rd Honu’ to 
Colluis. 
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Go ! nor regardless, wliile these numbers boast 
ISIy short'Hv’d l)]iss, forget iny social name; 

But think, tar otf, how, on the southcin coast, 

I met thy friendship with an equal llanie! 

Fresh to that soil thou turn’.st, \\licri' every vale 
Shall prompt the pot t, and his song demand: 

To thee thy co})ious subjects ne’er .iliall fail; 

Thou need’st but take thy peiicd to thy hand, 
And paint what all believe, who own ihy genial 
land. 

There, must thou wake perforce thy Doi ic tjuill ; 
’Tis 1‘ancy’s land to which thou •'CtlSt thy' feet; 
Where still, ’tis said, the fairy people meet, 
Beneath each biikcji shade, on mead or lull. 

There, each trim las', that ^kims the mdky store, 
To the swait tribes thc r creamy I>o\\l-. allots; 

By night they' si(i it round flie cottage door, 

While airy' minstrels warble jot und notes. 

There, every^ herd, by' sad expei iene{‘, knows 
Flow, w'ing’d with late, their < ll-slioi arrows fly, 
Wlien tlie sick ewe lu r summer food foregoes, 

Or, stretch’d on earth, the heait->mit heifers lie. 
Such airy beings awe th’ uiitulor’d swain: 

IN'or thou, though Icarn’d, his liomelier thoughts 
neglect; 

Let thy sweet INluse the rural faith sustain ; 

These are the themes of simple, sure eflTect, 

That add new comiuests to her boundless reign, 
4nd fill, with double force, her heart-command¬ 
ing strain. 
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Ev’n yc't preserv’d, liovv often ni.iy ir't thou hear, 
Where to the pole tlie lioreal inoiintains run, 
Tauelit l)v tile f.itlier to hi'< listeniuLT son ; 

Strange hi};-., \\liose power liad eliaini’d a S[)(‘nscr\^ 
car. 

At every pause, before tliy mind jio.-sest, 

Old Jiunie liards shall seem to ri.se around, 

With uneoath l\res, in manvcolour'd vest, 

Then matUe. Ii.iir with houohs lantasiie erown’d . 

AVhetlier tlioe i al’st ihe well-I.night hind n peat 
The choral vln g< •, t li.it mom ns some elm ' tain hra\. , 

When c\ci > slirichnig maid her bosom heat. 

And stren’d nnh choicest herbs his scented 
grave; 

Or wdielher, silting in the shepherd’s shiel’, 

Thou hear’st some sounding t.de of w ar’s alarms ; 

When at the bugle’s call, with fire and steel, 

The sturdy clans jmur’d forth theii hiawny 
swan ms. 

And hostile hi others im t to prove each ot 'er’s arm5. 

*Tis thine to ^ing, how, framing hideous spells. 

In Sky’s lone isle, the gifted wi/ard-seer, 

Lodg’d in the wmtery eave w ith fate’s fell spear, 

Or in the depth of List’s dark forest d\^ells; 

How the}, wliose sight such dreary dreams en¬ 
gross, 

With tlicir owm vision oft astonish’d droop. 


* A summer hut, hullt in the high jiart ot tlie mounUin^ 
tend their flocks in the warm season, when the pasture is fnu. 
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Wiien, o’er tlie wat’ry stinlli, or (jiiag^y moss, 
They .s(’0 tho gliding ghosts unhodic'd troop. 

Or, if ill sports, or on the iV'^tive green, 

Their destin’d glance some fated youth descry, 
Wlio now, perhajis, in lusty \igoiir seen. 

And rosy health, shall soon lamentt'd die. 

For them the \ie\vless f’orms of air obey; 

Their bidding heed, anil at their heck repair. 

The\ know what spirit brews the stonnt’ul day. 
And heartless, oft like moody madness, staie 

d\) see tlie phantom train their secret work pre- 
jiatc. 

^’o monarehs dear ^ some himdied mdcs asfra\, 

Oft havi‘ the^ seen lati' gi\e the fatal bIo\'. ! 

The seei, in Sky, shriek’d as the blood did lloii, 
When headli’ss (dnnles warm on tin' sealfold lay ' 
As 1 loreas threw l*i'- young A in ora fortli. 

In the first year otThc first (ieorge’s reign. 

And battles rag’d in welkin of the North, 

They mourn d m air, fell, lei! lehellion slain! 
And as, oflaU*, they joy’d m Freston’s fight. 

Saw at sad I'.ilkiik all their hopes near erowm’d 

' SI J‘P1 I >1! M \I. I IM S I5> 31 a. 31 \( KCN/IL 

‘ Or Dll SDIIK' llli: lock lll.lt sll.iil) ^ the ili r|) 

Tlliw \ ii‘\v lilt- ll'I !<• Sl^lli tll.ll I IDS', tlic sk \ , 

Wlll'M' ID lilt' wcsl, lilt* l>rDi‘(lll|i^ l-MUKSls lit*, 

jLhI luMl' llll* til si Klilll lustllllg |>CDllDDs SWCO)). 

Oi iii lilt' ardicd cave, Mhcrc, deep and d.iil . 

Till' broad uubrokou billov s licuvc .i'hI s^vt-JI, 
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They rav’d ! divining, tlirongh their second sight’. 
Pale, red (^illoden, where theyc hopes were 
drown’d ! 

Illustrious William-! Britain’s guardian Jianie! 

One William sav’d Uh from a tyi ant’s stroke ; 

He, for a sceptre, gain’d heroic 1‘anu’, 

But thou, more glorious, slavery’s chain hast 
h roke, 

To reign a private man, and how to freedom’s yoke ' 


111 lion 1(1 mii‘>iii';s nipt, they '-il to mark 
The l.ih’iini'moon ; or list tlic iiiglitly yill 
Of lliat (lrtM(l ^piril, wlio-*(' loirii 

Till M’d’-'' ('iilr.mcdl (■ >(■ t iiii Avcll siiivcy, 

Throiii;li llm dim air wIk jiniik'h tlic (liiviii;' ^^o|•m, 

And poiiijs ilio wrotclicd Mark, it'' dcstiiiM prey. 

Or liiin ulin liovnrs on In', ll.iy^iii^ nin^, 

()\*r tlin dii’i' wliirljiool, that, in ocnaii’b vvaslr, 
l)ia\\s iii''t.ini down w li.ilc't r d(’\oti-d thini' 

Tlio l.dliii” hint /( w it hill it" naili hath pl.ic’d- 

Tlif di')tiiiit si.iiij.in lu’ai'', and tins uilli Iri'iiii'lin^ hast!' 

Or, it on kind tlii' ticiid i xi'rl" his stvay, 

Silent he liionds o\i ([iiieks.ind, 1 )ol% or Im, 

Fill tiom th(‘ sIk Iterin;^ loot .nid li.niiits ol int n, 

When wit' h('d d.irkiii'ss slmts the e\e ot day, 

And ulnomis i.iidi slai that wont to ( heei the night 
Or, it the dritted snow pirph-i the 'vvay, 

With treiic’licions gleam he hue" tlii' latcd ^vigiit, 
y\iul li ads him ilonnderirig on and ipiiti' astiay.’’ 

' Second '■iLiht i" the term that i§ used tor the divination of the 
Highlanders. 

'I’he late Duke ot (himherhnid, who ih I’eated tlw Ihideudcr 
the battle ot Cnlloden. 
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These, too, tliou’lt sing ! for well thy magic muse 
C'an to the topmost heaven of grancieur soar; 

()i r.toop lo uail tlie sHain that is no more! 

Ah, homely swaiii'^! your Iiomewarcl steps ne’er 
loose: 

Let not ilank W ill ' mislead you to the licath: 
Danemg in mirk\ night, o'er fen and lake, 

I’e glows, to draw you do^^nwald to your death. 
In 111- hi w i'u'h’d, low, m:irsh^ , willow hiake ’ 

\\ hat ihough far olf, from some dark dell espied, 
IIi^ glimmering ma/('s cheer tli’ eKcursivc sight, 
^'ct turn, >e uanderers, turn your ‘'tep^ a'^iile, 

Nor tnisl till* guukmee of tliat f; ltilles^ light; 

Imr watchful, lurking, ’mid tli’ imrustling reed. 

At iho'-e mirk hours the w!]\ monster lies. 

And listens ofl to liear the passing steed, 

And freciueiiT round him rolls his sidlen eyes. 

If elianec' liis sa\age wiaili ina}' some weidv wreteli 
surpi ise. 

Ah, luckless swam, o’er all imhlest^ imh'ed! 

^V!u)m latv bewilder’d in the dank, daik i’en, 

Inn li’om hi- Hocks, and .'■looking hainlot, then' 
'J'o I'im! ,saii '-pot wlier' hums iIh; sedgy weed: 

()i imn, em.ig’d, the himd, in angry mood, 

Sliall o-'ver lool, \\itli pity’s kind, concei n, 

l!u: ! '-t.uit, fur-oils, rane tlie wheimiiig Hoed 
O’' I I' I'j MiVI li.inks, forhiildiiig all return! 

^ \ I i.ii It'D), t.ille'd by '«irious iidiuc'’, siicli .Is Will wiilj Ui'' 
'A f.ii! 'M' llic JCct. It liuvcii ill the air ovet 
; >'• ' u .)!•' places. 
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Or, if he meditate his wish'd escape. 

To some dim hill that seems uprising near. 

To his faint eye, the grim and grisly shape. 

In all its terrors clad, shall wild appear. 

Meantime the watery surge shall round him rise, 
Pour’d sudden forth from every swelling source! 

What now remains hut tears and hopeless sighs ? 
His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthly force. 
And dowj! the waves he floats, a nale* and breath- 
less corse ! 

For him in vain his anxious wife shall wait, 

Or wander forth to meet him on his way; 

For him in vain at to-fall of the day, 

His babes shall linger at th’ unclosing gate! 

All, ne’er shall he return I Alone, if night. 

Her travel’d limbs in broken slumbers steep! 
With drooping willows drest, bis mournliil sprite 
Shall vi^it sad, perchance, her silent sleep : 

Then he, perhaps, with moist and water\ hand. 
Shall fondly seem to [u ess her shudtiei mg check, 
And with his blue-swoln face before her stand. 

And, shivering cold, these piteous accents speak: 
“ Pursue, dear wile, thy daily toils, pursue, 

“At dawn or dusk, industrious as before; 

“ Nor e’er of me one helpless thought renew, 

“ While I lie weltering on the osier’d shore, 

“ Drown’d by the Kelpie’s’ wrath, nor e’er slinli 
aid thee more! ” 


* 'I’lir V filer tifiKl 
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Unbounded is*thy range; with varied skill 

Thy Muse may, like those leathery tribes which 
spring 

From their rude rocks, extend Iier skirting wing 
Round the moist marge of each cold Hebrid isle. 
To that hoar pile' which still its ruins shows : 

In whose small vaults a pigm 3 ^-folk is found. 

Whose bones the delver with his spade uptlirow’s. 
And culls them, woud’ring, from the hallow’d 
ground ! 

Or thither'*, where beneath the show’ry west 
The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid: 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest, 

No slaves revere tlieni, and no wars invade: 

Yet frequent now, at midnight solemn hour, 

The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold. 
And forth the nionarchs stalk with sovereign pow'er. 
In pageant robes, and wreath’d with sheeny gold, 
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold. 

But, oh, o’er all, forget not Kilda’s race. 

On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting 
tides, 

Fair nature’s daughter, virtue, yet abides, 
lio ! just, ns they, their blameless manners trace! 


' One of the Hebrides is called the isle of Pigmies; where it is 
reported, that several miniature bones of the Imman species liavf 
been dug up in the ruins of a chapel there. 

’ (colmkiil, one of (he Hebrides, where near swty of the ancient 
bc'uriish, liisL, .iiid Nurwegiaii kings arc interred, 
vur. IV. Y 
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Then to my ear transmit some gentle song. 

Of those whose lives are yet sincere and plain, 
Their bounded walks the rugged cliff’s along, 
And all their prospect but the wintery main. 

With sparing temperance at the needful time 
They drain the scented spring; or, hunger-prest, 
Along th’ Atlantic rock undreading climb. 

And of its eggs despoil the solan’s ‘ nest. 

Thus blest in primal innocence they live, 
Suffic’d, and happy with that frugal fare 
Which tasteful toil and hourly danger give. 

Hard is their shallow soil, and bleak and bare; 

Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there ? 

Nor necd’st thou blush that such false themes engage 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer stores possest; 

For not alone they touch the village breast, 

But fill’d, in elder time, th* historic page. 

There, Shakspeare’s self, with ever}' garland 
crown’d. 

Flew to those fairy climes his fancy sheen. 

In musing hour ; his w'ayward sisters found, 

And with their terrors drest the magic scene. 

From them he sung, when, ’mid his bold design. 
Before the Scot, afflicted and aghast, 

The shadowy kings of Banquo’s fated line, 
Through the dark cave in gleamy pageant past. 

Proceed ! nor quit the tales which, simply told, 

* An aquatic binl like a goose, on tlic eggs of which (he iiilin- 
hilants of St. Kilda, another of the Hebrides, eliietl y subsht. 
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Could once so well my answering bosom pierce; 

Proceed, in forceful sounds, and colour bold, 

The native legends of thy 'land rehearse; 

To such adapt thy lyre, and suit thy powerful verse. 

In scenes like these, which, daring to depart 
From sober truth, arc still to nature true, 

And call forth fresh delight to fancy’s view, 

Th’ heroic Muse employ’d her Tasso’s art! 

How have I trembled, when, atTancred’s stroke, 
Its gushing blood the gaping cypress pour’d! 

When each live plant with mortal accents spoke, 
And the wild blast upheav’d the vanish’d sword! 

How have I sat, when pip’d the pensive wind. 

To hear his harp by llritish Fairfax strung! 

Prevailing poet! whose undoubting mind 
Believ’d the magic wonders which he sung ! 

Hence, at each sound, imaginatior> glows! 
Hence, at each picture, vivid life starts here! 

Hence his warm lay with softest sweetness flows ! 
Melting it flows, pure, murmuring, strong and clear. 
And fills th’ impassion’d heart, and wins th’ har¬ 
monious ear! 

All hail, ye scenes that o’er my soul prevail! 

Ye splendid friths and lakes, which, far away, 

Are by smooth Annan' fill’d, or past’ral Tay'^, 

Or Don’s'* romantic springs, at distance hail! 

The time shall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 
Your lowly glens o’erhung with spreading broom; 

< A'allc^s. 

Y 2 


‘ 1 rivers in Scotland. 
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Or o’er your stretching heaths, by fancy led; 

Or o’er your mountains creep, in awful gloom! 
Then will I dress once more the faded bower. 
Where Jonson^ sat in Drummond’s classic shade; 
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flower, 

And mourn, on Yarrow’s banks, where Willy’s 
laid! 

Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bore 
The cordial youth, on Lothian’s plains®, attend!— 
Where’er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor, 

To him I lose, your kind protection lend. 

And, touch’d with love like mine, preserve my ab¬ 
sent friend ! 


COLLEY CIBBER. 

BORN 1671.—DIED 1757. 


SONG. 

THE DLIND BOY. 

O SAY \ what is that thing call'd light, 

Which I must ne’er enjoy ? 

What are the blessings of the sight ? 

O tell your poor blind boy ! 

‘ Ben Jonson paid a visit on foot, in 1619, to the Scotdi poet 
Drummond, at his scat of Hawthorndcn, within four miles of 
Edinburgh. 

’ Barrow, it seems, was at the Edinburgh university, which is 
in the county of Lothian. 
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You talk of wond’rous thitiga you see. 
You say the sun shines bright; 

I feel him warm, but how can he 
Or make it day or night. 

My day or night myself I make. 
Whene’er I sleep or play; 

And could I ever keep awake. 

With me ’twere always day. 

With heavy sighs I often hear 
You mourn my hapless woe; 

But sure with patience I can bear 
A loss I ne’er can know. 

Then let not what I cannot have 
My cheer of mind destroy ; 

Whilst thus I sing, I am a king, 
Although a poor blind boy. 


EDWARD MOORE. 

BORN 1 / 12 .—DIED 1757. 

Edward Moore was the son of a dissenting clergy¬ 
man at Abingdon, in Berkshire, and was bred to the 
business of a linen-draper, which he pursued, how¬ 
ever, both in London and Ireland, with so little 
success, that he embraced the literary life (accord¬ 
ing to his own account) more from necessity than 
inclination. His fables (in 1744 ) first brought him 
into notice The Honourable Mr. Pelham was one 
of his earliest friends ; and his trial of Selim gained 
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him the friendship of LordLyttleton. Of three works 
which he produced for the stage, his two comedies, 
the Foundling and Gil Bias, were unsuccessful; but 
he was fully indemnified by the profits and reputation 
of the Gamester. Moore himself acknowledges that 
he owed to Garrick many popular passages of his 
drama; and Davies, the biographer of Garrick, 
ascribes to tlic great actor the whole scene betw^eeii 
Lewson and Stukely, in the fourth act; but Davies’s 
authority is not oracular. About the year 1751 Lord 
Lyttleton, in concert with Dodsley, projected the 
paper of the World, of which it was agreed that 
Moore should enjoy the profits, whether the numbers 
were written by himself or by volunteer contributors. 
Ly ttleton’s interest soon enlisted many accomplisbed 
coadjutors, such as Cambridge, Jennyns, Lord Ches¬ 
terfield, and H. Walpole. Moore himself wrote sixty- 
one of the papers. In the last number of the World 
the conclusion is made to depend on a fictitious 
incident which had occasioned the deal]' of the 
author. When the papers were cr)llectcd into 
volumes, Moore, who superintended the publica¬ 
tion, realized this jocular fiction by his own death, 
whilst the last number was in the press. 


THE DISCOVERY. 

AN ODE. 

.Vir bonus est quis ^ iloR. 

Take wing, my Muse! from shore to shore 
Fly, and that happy place explore 
Where Virtue deigns to dwell; 
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It’yet she treads on British ground, 

Where can the fugitive be found, 

Ill citv, court, or cell ? 

Not thcre^ where wine and frantic mirth 
Unite the sensual sons of Earth 
In Pleasure’s thoughtless train; ' 

Nor yet where sanctity's a show, 

Where souls nor joy nor pity know 
For human bliss or pain. 

Fler social heart alike disowns 
The race, who, shunning crowds and thrones. 
In shades sequester’d doze; 

Whose slotli no gencious care can wake, 

Who rot, like weeds on J^cthe’s lake. 

In senseless, vile repose. 

With these she shuns the factious tribe, 

Who spurn the yet unolfer'd bribe. 

And at corruption lour; 

Waiting till Discord Havoc cries, 

In hopes, like Catiline, to rise 
On anarchy to pow*r! 

Ye wits, who boast from ancient times 
A right divine to scourge our crimes. 

Is it with you she rests \ 

No. Int’rest, slander are your views. 

And Virtue now, with every Muse, 

Flies your unhallow'd breasts. 
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There was a time, I heard her say, 

Kre females vvere seduc’d by play, 

When Beauty was her throne ; 

But now, where dwelt the soft Desires, 
The Furies light forbidden fires. 

To Love and her unknown. 

From these tli’ indignant goddess flies. 
And where the spires of Science rise, 

A while suspends her wing; 

But pedant Pride and Rage are there. 
And Faction tainting all the air. 

And poisoning every spring. 

Long through the sky’s wide pathless way 
The Muse observ'd the wand’rer stray. 
And mark’d her last retreat; 

O’er Surrey’s barren heaths she flew. 
Descending like the silent dew 
On Esher’s peaceful scat. 

There she beholds the gentle Mole 
llis pensive waters calmly roll. 

Amidst Elysian ground: 

There through the windings of the grove 
She leads her family of Love, 

And strews her sweets around. 

1 hear her bid the daughters fair 
•Oft to yon gloomy grot repair. 
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Her secret steps to meet: 

“ Nor thou,’’ she cries, “ these shades forsake, 
But come, lov’d consort, come and make 
The husband’s bliss comjjlete.” 

Yet not too much the soothing ease 
Of rural indolence shall please 
My Pelham’s ardent breast; 

The man whom Virtue calls her own 
Must stand the pillar of a tlironc. 

And make a nation blest. 

I’elham ! ’tis thine with temp’rate zeal 
To guard Britannia’s public weal, 

Attack’d on every part: 

Her fatal discords to compose, 

Unite her friend'?, disarm her foes. 

Demands thy head and heart. 

When bold llebcllion shook the land. 

Ere yet from William’s dauntless Jiand 
Her barbarous army fled; 

When Valour droop’d, and Wisdom fear’d. 
Thy voice expiring Credit heard. 

And rais’d her languid head. 

Now by thy strong assisting hand, 

Fix’d on a rock I see her stand. 

Against whose solid feet, 

In vain, through every future age, 
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The loudestj most tempestuous rage 
Of angry war shall beat. 

And grieve not if the sons of Strife 
Attempt to cloud thy spotless life, 

And shade its brightest scenes; 
Wretches, by kindness unsubdu’d, 

Who see, who share the common good, 
Yet cavil at the means. 

Like these, the metaphysic crCw, 

Proud to be singular and new. 

Think all they see deceit 5 
Are warm’d and clierisIiM by the day. 
Feel and enjoy the heavenly ray. 

Yet doubt of light and heat. 


JOHN DY []R. 

BORN 1700.—DIED 1758. 


Oyeh was the son of a solicitor at Aberglasncy, in 
Caermarthenshire. He was educated at Westminster 
school, and returned from thence to be instructed in 
his father’s profession, but left it for poetry and paint¬ 
ing ; and having studied the arts of design under a 
master, was for some time, as he says, an itinerant 
painter in Wales. Dividing his affections, however. 
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between the sister Muses, he indited his Grongar 
Hill amidst those excursions. It wa*; pnhlishcd 
about his twenty-seventh year. He afterwards made 
the tour of Italy in the spirit both of an artist and 
poet, and, besides studying pictures and prospects, 
composed a poem on the Hums of Rome. On his 
return to England he married a lady of the name of 
Ensor, a descendant of Shakspearc, retired into 
the country, and entered into orders. His last pre¬ 
ferment was to the living of Kirkley on Bane. The 
witticism on his Fleece, related by Dr. Johnson, that 
its author, if he was an old man, would be buried in 
woollen, has perhaps been oftener repeated than 
any passage in the poem itself. 


CRON<;\U HILL. 

Silent nymph, with curious eye ! 
Who, the purple evening, lie 
On the mountain’s lonely van. 
Beyond the noise of busy man; 
Painting fair the form of things. 
While the yellow linnet sings; 

Or the tuneful nightingale 
Charms the forest with her talc; 
Come, with all thy various hues. 
Come, and aid thy sister Muse; 
Now, while Phoebus riding high 
Gives lustre to the land and sky! 
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Grongar Hill invites my song. 

Draw the landscape bright and strong; 
Grongar, in whose mossy cells, 

Sweetly musing, Quiet dwells ; 

Grongar, in whose silent shade. 

For the modest Muses made. 

So oft I have, the evening still. 

At the fountain of a rill. 

Sat upon a flowery bed, 

With my hand beneath ray head ; 

While stray’d my eyes o’er Towy’s flood, 
Over mead, and over wood. 

From house to house, from hill to hill. 
Till contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequer’d sides I wind, 

And leave his brooks and meads behind. 
And groves, and grottos where I lay. 
And vistos shooting beams of day : 

Wide and wider spreads the vale : 

As circles on a smooth canal; 

The mountains round, unhappy fate. 
Sooner or later, of all height. 

Withdraw their summits from the skies. 
And lessen as the otlicrs rise; 

Still ti'ie prospect wider spreads. 

Adds a diousand woods and meads; 

Still it widens, widens still. 

And sinks the newly-risen hill. 

Now I gain the mountain’s brow. 
What a landscape lies below ! 
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No clouds, no vapours intervene ; 

But the gay, the open scene. 

Does the face of nature show. 

In all the hues of licaven’s bow; 

And, swelling to embrace the light, 
Spreads around beneath the sight. 

Old castles on the cliffs arise. 

Proudly towering in the skies! 

Rushing from the w’oods, the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires! 

Half his beams Apollo sheds 
On the yellow mountain-heads! 

Gilds the fleeces of the flocks. 

And glitters on the broken rocks! 

Below me trees unnumber’d rise. 
Beautiful in various dyes ; 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue. 

The 3 ^ellow beech, the sable yew, 

The slender fir, that taper grows. 

The sturdy oak with broad-spread boughs. 
And beyond the purple grove, 

Haunt of Phyllis, queen of love! 

Gaud)'^ as the opening dawn. 

Lies a long and level lawn. 

On which a dark hill, steep and high. 
Holds and charms the wandering eye ! 
Deep are his feet in Towny’s flood. 

His sides are clotli’d with waving wood. 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 

That cast an awful look below ; 
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Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps. 

And with her arms from falling keeps; 

So both a safety from the wind 
On mutual dependence find. 

’Tis now the raven’s bleak abode; 

’Tis now th’ apartment of the toad 5 
And there the fox securely feeds; 

And there the poisonous adder breeds. 
Conceal’d in ruins, moss, and weeds; 

While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder’d walls. 

Yet time has seen, that lifts the low. 

And level lays the lofty brow. 

Has seen this broken pile complete, 

Big with the vanity of state ; 

But transient is the smile of fate ! 

A little rule, a little sway, 

A sunbeam in a winter's day, 

Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave 
And see the rivers how they run. 

Through woods and meads, in shade and sun, 
Sometimes swift, sometimes slow, 

Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep. 

Like human life, to endless sleep! 

Thus is nature’s vesture wrought. 

To instruct our wandering thought; 

Thus she dresses green and gay, 

To disperse our cares away. 
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Ever charming, ever new. 

When will the landscape tire the view ! 
The fountain’s fall, the river’s flow, 

I'hc woody valleys, warm and low; 

The windy summit, wild and high. 
Roughly rushing on tlie sky ! 

The pleasant seat, the ruinM tower. 

The naked rock, the shady bower; 

The town and village, dome and farm, 
Each give each a double charm. 

As pearls upon an yEthiop’s arm. 

See on the mountain’s southern side. 
Where the prospect opens Mddc, 

Where the evening gilds the tide; 

How close and small the hedges lie ! 
What streaks of meadows cross the eye 1 
A step methinks may pass the stream. 
So little distant dangers seem; 

So we mistake the future’s face, 

E3'’d through hope’s deluding glass j 
As yon summits soft and fair, 

Clad in colours of the air, 

Which, to those who journey near, 
Barren, brown, and rough appear; 

Still we tread the same coarse way, 

The present’s still a cloudy day. 

O may I with myself agree, 

And never covet what I see: 

Content me with an humble shade. 

My passion;? tam’d, my wishes laid ; 
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For, while our wishes wildly roll. 

We banish quiet from the soul: 

'Tis thus the busy beat the air. 

And misers gather wealth and care. 

Now, ev’n now, my joys run high. 

As on the niountain-turf I lie; 

While the wanton zephyr sings. 

And in the vale perfumes his wings : 
While the w’aters murmur deep; 

While the shepherd charms his sheep; 
While the birds unbounded fly. 

And with music fill the sky. 

Now, ev’ii now, my joys run high. 

Be full, ye courts; be great who will; 
Search for peace with all your skill; 
Open wide the lofty door. 

Seek lier on the marble floor ; 

In vain you search, she is not there; 

In vain ye search the domes of care ! 
Grass and flowers Quiet treads. 

On the meads and mountain-heads, 
Along with Pleasure, close ally’d. 

Ever by each other’s side: 

And often, by the murmuring rill. 

Hears the thrush, while all is still. 
Within the groves of Grongar HilL 
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BORN 1686.—DIED 1758 . 


The personal history of Allan Ramsay is marked by 
few circumstances of striking interest; yet, inde¬ 
pendently of his poetry, he cannot be reckoned an 
insignificant individual who gave Scotland her first 
circulating library, and who established her first re¬ 
gular theatre. He was born in the parish of Craw- 
furd Moor, in Lanarkshire, where liis father had the 
charge of Lord Ilopeton’s lead mines. His mother, 
Alice Bower, was the daughter of an Englishman 
who had emigrated to that place from Derbyshire. 
By his paternal descent the poet boasts of having 
sprung from a Douglas loin,’' but, owing to the 
early death of his father, his education was confined 
to a parish school, and at the age of fifteen he was 
bound apprentice to the humble business of a wig- 
maker. On this subject one of his Scottish bio¬ 
graphers refutes, with some indignation, a report 
which had gone abroad, that our poet was bred a 
barber, and carefully instructs the reader, that in 
those good times, when a fashionable wig cost twenty 
guineas, the employment of manufacturing tlieni was 
VOL. IV. X 
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both lucrative and creditable Ramsay, however, 
seems to have felt no ambition either for the honours 
or profits of the vocation, as he left it on finishing 
his apprenticeship. In his twenty-fourth year he 
married the daughter of a writer or attorney, in Edin¬ 
burgh. His eldest son® rose to well-known eminence 

‘ Apropos to this Oclicato distinction of the Scottish biographer 
may bo mentioned the a«lverti»eim-nt of u French peniquier in the 
Palais Royal, who ranks his business among the “ imitative arts.’* 
A London artist in the same profession liad a similar jealousy with 
the historian of Ramsay’s life, at the idea ot mere " trimmers of 
the human face” being confounded with gcimine peniquiers.” 
In advertising bis crop-wigs he alluded to some wig-weaving com¬ 
petitors, whom he dinominated mere hair-dresscrs and barbers;” 
and shall a barber (he exclaims) affect to rival these crops?” 
” Barbaras has segetes.’’— Virgil. 

This son of the poet was a man of literature as w ell as genius. 
The following whimsical specimen of his poetry is subjoined as a 
curiosity. The humorous substitution ot the kirk tn’aMiry-man for 
Horace’s wolf, in the third stanza, will only be u cugnised by 
those who understand the importance nf that ecclesiastical officer 
in Scotland, and the powers with which he i'. invested lor sum¬ 
moning delinquents before the clergy and eldei o, in cases of ille¬ 
gitimate love. 

UORACE’S ” INTEGER VlTiE,” 6iC, BY ALLAN RAMSAY, JUN. 

A man of no base (John) life or conversation, 

Needs not to trust in, coat of mail nor buifskin. 

Nor need he vapour, with the sword and rapier. 

Pistol, or great gun. 

Whether he ranges, eastward to the Gance's, 

Or if he bends his course to the West Indies, 

Or sail the Sea Red, which so many strange odd 

Stories are told of. 
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as a painter. Our poet’s first means of subsistence 
after his marriage, were to publish small poetical 
productions in a cheap form, which became so popu¬ 
lar, that even in this humble sale he was obliged to 
call upon the magistrates to protect his literary pro¬ 
perty from the piracy of the hawkers. He after¬ 
wards set up as a bookseller, and published at his 
own shop, a new edition of “ Christ’s Kirk on the 
Green,*' with two cantos of his own subjoined to the 
ancient original, which is ascribed to James I. of 
Scotland. A passage in one of those modern cantos 
of Ramsay’s, describing a husband fascinated Jiome- 
wards from a scene of drunkenness by the gentle 
persuasions of his wife, has been tastefully selected 

For but last Monday, walking at noon day, 

Conning a ditt\, to divoit my Ik'tty, 

By me that son’s TnrK (I not (Viglited) our Kirk- 

Trcasuier’s man \)ass’d. 

And sure im»re horrid monster In the lorrid- 

Zoiie ne’er was found, Sir, ihu’ lor snakes renown’d, Sir, 

Nor can great Petcr't* empire boast .sucli creatures, 

Tirol bears the wet nurse. 

Should I by ha]) land on tlie coast of Lapland, 

WluTc there no lir is, much lc!»s pears and cherriefi. 

Where siormy weather’s sold liy hags, whose leather- 

faces would fright one. 

Place me where tea grows, or where sooty negroes, 

Sheep’s guts round lie them, lest the sun should fry them, 
Still while ray Betty smiles and talks so pretty, 

I will adore her. 

z 2 
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by Wilkie, and been made the subject of his ad- 
rairable pencil. 

Ir 1724 he published a collection of popular Scot¬ 
tish songs, called the Tea-table Miscellany, which 
speedily ran through twelve impressions. Ruddiman 
assisted him in the glossary, and Hamilton of Ban- 
gour and Mallet were among the contributors to his 
modern songs. In the same year appeared his Ever¬ 
green, a collection of pieces from the Bannatyne 
MSS. written before the year 16OO. Here the 
vanity of adorning what it was his duty to have 
faithfully transcribed led him to take many liberties 
with the originals; and it is pretty clear that one 
poem, viz. the Vision, which he pretended to have 
found in ancient manuscript, was the fruit of his own 
brain. But the Vision, considered as his own^ adds 
a plume to his poetical character which may over- 
shade his defects as an editor. 

In 1726 he published his Gentle Shepherd. The 
first rudiments of that pleasing drama had been 
given to the public in tw’o pastoral dialogues, which 
were so much liked that his friends exhorted him to 
extend them into a regular play. The reception of 
this piece soon extended his reputation beyond Scot¬ 
land. His works were reprinted at Dublin, and be¬ 
came popular in the colonies. Pope was known to 
admire the Gentle Shepherd, and Gay, when he was 
in Scotland, sought for explanations of its plirases, 
that he might communicate them to his friend at 
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Twickenham. Ramsay’s shop was a great resort of 
the congenial fabulist while he remained in Edin¬ 
burgh ;■ and from its windows, which overlooked the 
Exchange, the Scottish poet used to point out to 
Gay the most remarkable characters of the place. 

A second volume of his poems appeared in 1728 , 
and in 1730 he published a collection of fables. His 
epistles in the former volume are generally indiffer¬ 
ent, but there is one addressed to the poet Somer¬ 
ville, which contains some easy lines. Professing to 
write from nature more than art, he compares, with 
some beauty, the rude style which he loved and 
practised, to a neglected orchard, 

I love the garden wild and wide. 

Where oaks have plum-trees by their side, 

Where woodbines and the twisting vine 
Clip round the pear-tree and the pine; 

Where mixt jonquils and gowans^ grow. 

And roses midst rank clover blow. 

Upon a bank of a clear strand, 

Its wimplings led by nature’s hand ; 

Though docks and brambles, here and there. 

May sometimes cheat the gard’ner’s care, 

Yet this to me’s a Paradise, 

Compar’d to prime cut plots and nice. 

Where nature has to art resign’d, 

And all looks stiff, mean, and confin'd. 


' Daisie^. 
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Of original poets he says, in one expressive couplet: 

The native bards first plung’d the deep, 

Before the artful dar’d to leap. 

About the age of forty-five he ceased to write for 
the public. The most remarkable circumstance of 
his life was an attempt which he made to establish’ a 
theatre in Edinburgh, Our poet had been always 
fond of the drama, and had occasionally supplied 
prologues to the players, who visited the northern 
capital. But though the age of fanaticism was wear¬ 
ing away, it had not yet suffered the drama to have 
a settled place of exhibition in Scotland ; and when 
Ramsay had with great expense, in the year 1736, 
fitted up a theatre in Carubber’s Close, the act for 
licensing the stage, which was passed in the follow¬ 
ing year, gave the magistrates of Edinburgh a power 
of shutting it up, which they exerted with gloomy 
severity. Such was the popular hatred of play¬ 
houses in Scotland at this period, that, some time 
afterwards, the mob of Glasgow demolished the first 
play-house that was erected in their city; and though 
the work of destruction- was accomplished in day¬ 
light by many hundreds, it was reckoned so godly, 
that no reward could bribe any witness to appear or 
inform against the rioters. Ten years from the date 
of this disappointment, Ramsay had the satisfaction 
of seeing dramatic entertainments freely enjoyed by 
his fellow citizens, but in the mean time he was not 
only left witliout legal relief for his own loss in the 
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speculation (having suffered what the Scotch law 
denominated a “ damnum sine injuria'^) but he was 
assailed with libels on his moral character, for having 
endeavoured to introduce the helUhredplayhouse 
comedians.^' 

He spent some of the last years of his life in a 
house of whimsical construction^ on the north side of 
the Castle hill of Edinburgh, where the place of his 
residence is still distinguished by the name of Ram¬ 
say garden. 

A scurvy in his gums put a period to his life in 
his seventy-second year. He died at Edinburgh, 
and was interred in the Grey Friars church-yard. 
Ramsay was small in stature, with dark but expres¬ 
sive and pleasant features. He sceiiis to liavc pos¬ 
sessed the constitutional philosophy of good humour. 
His genius gave him access to the society of those 
who were most distinguished for rank and talents in 
his native country, but his intercourse with them 
was marked by no servility, and never seduced him 
from the quiet attention to trade by which he 
ultimately secured a moderate independence. His 
vanity in speaking of himself is often excessive, but 
it is always gay and goodnatured. On one occasion 
he modestly takes precedence of Peter the Great, 
in estimating their comparative importance with the 
public.—** But ha*d‘, proud Czar (he says) I wad na 
niffer* fame.” Much of his poetry breathes the 
subdued aspirations of Jacobitism. He was one of 

‘ Hold. 


^ Exchange. 
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those Scotsmen who for a long time would not ex« 
tend their patriotism to the empire in which their 
country was merged, and who hated the cause of the 
Whigs in Scotland, from remembering its ancient 
connexion with the leaven of fanaticism. The Tory 
cause had also found its way to their enthusiasm by 
being associated with the pathos and romance of the 
lost independence of their country. The business of 
Darien was still “ alta mente repostum.” Fletcher’s 
eloquence on the subject of the Union was not for¬ 
gotten, nor that of BeJhaven, who had apostrophised 
the Genius of Caledonia in the last meeting of her 
senate, and who died of grief at the supposed de¬ 
gradation of his country. Visionary as the idea of 
Scotland’s independence as a kingdom might be, we 
must most ol ail excuse it in a poet whose fancy was 
expressed, and whose reputation was bound up, in 
a dialect from which the Union took away the last 
chance of perpetuity. 

Our poet’s miscellaneous pieces, though some of 
them are very ingenious*, are upon the whole of a much 
coarser grain than his pastoral drama. The admirers 
of the (lentle Shepherd must perhaps be contented 
to share some suspicion of national partiality, while 
they do justice to their own ieeling of its merit. Yet 
as this drama is a picture of rustic Scotland, it would 

* Pank'uldrlv the talc of the Monk and the Millar’s Wife. 
This stor^? is, unliappil^, unfit for a popular collection like the 
present, but it is well told. It is borrowed from an old poem 
attributed to Duubar. 
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perhaps be saying little for its fidelity, if it yielded 
no more agreeableness to the breast of a native than 
he could expound to a stranger by the strict letter 
of criticism. We should think the painter had 
hnished the likeness of a mother very indifferently, 
if it did not bring home to her children traits of 
undehnable expression which had escaped every 
eye but that of familiar affection. Ramsay had not 
the force of Burns, but, neither, in just proportion 
to his merits, is he likely to be felt by an English 
reader. The fire of Burns’s wit and passion glows 
through an obscure dialect by its confinement to 
short and concentrated bursts. The interest which 
Ramsay excites is spread over a long poem, de¬ 
lineating manners more than passions, and the mind 
must be at home both in the language and manners, 
to appreciate the skill and comic archness with 
which he has heightened the display of rustic cha¬ 
racter without giving it vulgarity, and refined the 
view of peasant life by situations of sweetness and 
tenderness, without departing in the least degree 
from its simplicity. The Gentle Shepherd stands 
quite apart from the general pastoral poetry of mo¬ 
dern Europe. It has no satyrs, nor featureless 
simpletons, nor drowsy and still landscapes of na¬ 
ture, but distinct characters and amusing inci¬ 
dents. The principal shepherd never speaks out 
of consistency with the habits of a peasant, but 
he moves in that sphere with such a manly spirit, 
M ith so much cheerful sensibility to its humble joys, 
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with maxims of life so rational and independent, 
and with an ascendancy over his fellow swains so 
well maintained by his force of character, that if 
we could suppose the pacific scenes of the drama to 
be suddenly changed into situations of trouble and 
danger, \vc should, in exact consistency with our 
former idea of him, expect him to become the 
leader of the peasants, and the Tell of his native 
hamlet. Nor is the character of his mistress less 
beautifully conceived. She is represented, like him¬ 
self, as elevated, by a fortunate discovery, from ob¬ 
scure to opulent life, yet as equally capable of being 
the ornament of either. A Richardson or a D*Ar- 
blay, had they continued her history, might have 
heightened the portrait, but they would not have 
altered its outline. Like the poetry of Tasso and 
Ariosto, that of the Gentle Shepherd is engraven on 
the memory of its native country. Its verses have 
passed into proverbs, and it continues to be the de¬ 
light and solace of the peasantry whom it describes. 


FROM TIIR GEN'iXK SlIEPHEllU. 

ACT I. SCENE 11. 

PROLOGUE. 

A flowrie howm * between twa verdant braes. 
Where lasses use to wash and spread their claiihs 
A troting buriiic witnpliiig throw the ground, 

Its cliannel pecbles shining smooth and round : 


* Tlie level low ground on the banks of a stream.—Clothts, 
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Here ^iew twa barefoot beauties clean and clear j 
First please your eye, then gratity your car; 
While Jenny what slie wislies (li^conitueuds. 

And Meg with better sense true iovc defends. 


Peggy awr/J enny. 

Jenny, Come, Meg, let ’s fa to wark upon this 
green, 

This shining day will bleach our linen clean; 

The water’s clear, the lift^ unclouded blew. 

Will make them like a lily wet with dew. 

Pfggy. Gap farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 
Where a’ that’s sweet in spring and simmer grow: 
Between twa birks out o’er a little lin*, 

The water fa’s, and makes a singand din: 

A pool breast-deep, beneath as clear as glass, 

Kisses with easy whirles the bord’ring grass. 

We’ll end our washing while the morning's cool. 
And when the day grows het we’ll to the pool. 
There wash oursells; ’tis healthfu’ now in May, 
And sweetly cauler on sae warm a day. 

Jenny. Daft lassie, when we’re naked, what’ll ye 
say, 

Gift’ our twa herds come brattling down the brae. 
And see us sae ?—that jeering fellow, Pate, 

W^ad taunting say, “ Haith, lasses, ye’re no blate^” 
Peggy. We’re far frae ony road, and out of sight; 
The lads they’re feeding far beyont the hight ; 

But tell me now, dear Jenny, we’re our lane. 

What gars ye plague your wooer with disdain ? 

' Sky.—5 A pool beneath a waterfelJ .—3 Modest. 
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The neighbours a’ tent this as well as I; 

That Roger loo’s ye, yet ye care na by. 

What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa, 

He*s wordy you the best day e’er ye saw. 

Jenny. I dinna like him, Peggy, there’s an end; 
A herd mair sheepish yet I never kend. 

He kames his hair, indeed, and gaes right snug, 
With ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug; 

Whilk pensylie ‘ he wears a thought a-jee®. 

And spreads his garters dic’d beneath his knee. 

He falds his owrclay^ down his breast with care. 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair; 

For a* that, he can neither sing nor say. 

Except, “ How d’ye ? or, “ There’s a bonny 
“ day.” 

Peggy. Ye dash the lad with constant slighting 
pride, 

Hatred for love is unco sair to bide: 

But ye’ll repent ye, if his love grow cauld, 

Wha likes a dorty * maiden when she’s auld ? 

Like dawted wean ^ that tarrows at its meat®. 

That for some feckless‘s whim will orp* and greet: 
The lave laugh at it till the dinner’s past. 

And syne the fool thing is oblig’d to fast. 

Or scart anither’s leavings at the last. 

Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna sit 3mur time. 

Jenny. I never thought a single life a crime. 
Peggy. Nor I : but love in whispers lets us ken. 
That men were made for us, and we for men. 

Jenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himsell. 

For sic a tale I never heard him tell. 

^ Sprucely.—* To one side.—3 Cravat.—4 Pettish.—s Spoilt 
child .—^ Pettishly refuses its food.—7 Silly.—® Frets. 
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He glowrs * and sighs, and I can guess the cause : 
But wha's oblig'd to spell his hums and haws? 
Whene’er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 

I’se tell him frankly ne’er to do’t again. 

They’re fools that slav’ry like, and may be free; 
The chiels may a’ knit up themselves for me, 
Peggy. Be doing your ways: for me, I have a 
mind 

To be as yielding as my Patie’s kind. 

Jenny. Heh! lass, how can ye loo that rattle- 
skull ? 

A very deel, that ay maun have his will. 

We soon will hear what a poor feightan life 
You twa will lead, sae soon’s ye’re man and wife. 

Peo-frw. ril rin the risk; nor have I ony fear. 

But rather think ilk langsomc day a year, 

’Till I with pleasure mount my bridal-bed. 

Where on my Patie’s breast I’ll lay my head. 

There he may kiss as lang as kissing’s good. 

And what we do there’s nane dare call it rude. 

He’s get his will; why no ? ’tis good my part 
To give him that, and he’ll give me his heart. 

Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 
Mak meikle o’ ye, with an unco fraise, 

And daut ye baith afore fowk and your lane: 

But soon as your newfangleness is gane. 

He’ll look upon you as his tether-stake. 

And think he’s tint his freedom for your sake. 
Instead then of lang days of sweet deiyte, 

Ae day be dumb, and a’ the neist he’ll flyte: 

* Stares. 
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And may be, in his barlichoods ne’er stick 
To lend his loving wile a lounderiiig lick. 

Peggy. Sic coarse-spun thoughts as that want 
pith to move 

My settl’d mind ; I’m o’er far gane in love. 

Patie to me is dearer than my breath. 

But want of him 1 dread nac other skaith^. 

There’s nane of a* the herds that tread the green 
Has sic a smile, or sic twa glancing een. 

And then he speaks with sic a taking art, 

His words they thirle like music thro* my heart. 
How blythly can he sport, and gently rave, 

And jest at little fears that fright the lave. 

Ilk day that he’s alane upon the hill. 

He reads feiP books that teach him meikle skill; 
He is—but what need I say that or this, 

I’d spend a month to tell you what he is! 

In a* he says or docs there’s sic a gate, 

The rest seem coofs, compar’d with my dear Pate; 
His better sense will lang his love secure: 

Ill-nature hefts in sauls are weak and poor. 

Jenny. Hey, “ bonny lass of Branksome!” or’t 
be lang. 

Your witty Pate will put you in a sang. 

O *tis a pleasant thing to be a bride ! 

Syne whindging gets about your ingle-side. 

Yelping for this or that with fasheous** din: 

To make them brats then ye man toil and spin, 

Ae wean fa’s sick, an scads itself wi’ brue*, 

Ane breaks his shin, anither tines his shoe: 

* Cross-moods,—“ Harm.—3 Many.—4 Troublesome.—5 Scalds 
itself with broth. 



ALLAN RAMSAY. 


331 


The ** Deel gaes o’er John Wabster*hame grows 
hell. 

When Pate miscaws ye war than tongue can tell. 

Peggy* Yes, it*s a heartsome thing to be a wife. 
When round the ingle-edge young sprouts are rife. 
Gif Pni sae happy, I shall have delight 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
Wow, Jenny ! can there greater pleasure be. 

Than see sic wee tots toolying at your knee; 

When a’ they ettle at, their greatest wish. 

Is to be made of, and obtain a kiss ? 

Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like of them, when love makes care delight ? 

Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warst of a\ 
Gif o’er your heads ill chance should begg’ry draw: 
There little love or canty cheer can come 
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom^. 

Your nowt may die ; the speat^ may bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay; 

The thick-blawn wreaths of snaw, or blashy thows. 
May smoor your wethers, and may rot your ews; 

A dyvour* buys your butter, woo, and cheese, 

But or the day of payment breaks and dees; 

With gloonian brow the laird seeks in his rent, 

'Tis no to gie, your merchant’s to the bent; 

His honour maunna want, he poinds your gear; 
Syne driven frae house and hald, where will ye 
steer ?— 

Dear Meg, be wise, and lead a single life; 

Troth, it’s nae mows ^ to be a married wife. 

* A Scotch proverb wlien all goes wrong.—* Empty.—3 Land 
flood .—A Bankrupt.—5 It is no slight calamity. 
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Peggy, May sic ill luck befa’ that silly she, 

Wha has sic fears, for that was never me. 

Let fowk bode wcel, and strive to do their best; 
Nae mair’s requir’d—let heaven make out the rest. 
I’ve heard my honest uncle aften say, 

That lads should a’ for wives that's vertuous pray; 
For the maist thrifty man could never get 
A well-stor’d room, unless his wife wad let: 
Wherefore nocht shall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raise my shepherd’s heart. 
Whate’er he wins I’ll guide with canny care. 

And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair. 

For healsomc, clean, cheap, and sufficient ware. 

A flock of lambs, cheese, butter, and some woo. 
Shall first be said to pay the laird his due; 

Syne a’ behind’s our ain,—Thus without fear. 
With love and rowth * we throw the warld will steer - 
And when my Pate in bairns and geer grows rife. 
He’ll bless the day he gat me for his wife. 

Jenny, But what if some' young giglit on the 
green, 

With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een. 
Should gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg, 
And her kend kisses, hardly worth a feg ? 

Peggy, Nae mair of that:—dear Jenny, to be 
free. 

There’s some men constanter in love tlian we: 

Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has blest them with solidity of mind; 

They’ll reason caulmly, and with kindness smile. 
When our short passions wad our peace beguile; 

' Pknlj. 
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Sae, whensoe’er they slight their maiks ‘ at hame; 
^Tis ten to ane their wives are maist to blame. 
Then I’ll employ with pleasure a* my art 
To keep him clieerfu’, and secure his heart. 

At ev’n, when he comes weary frae the hill. 

I’ll have a’ things made ready to his will: 

In winter, when he toils thro* wind and rain, 

A bleezing ingle, and a clean hcarth-stane: 

And soon as he flings by his plaid and staff, 

The seething pot’s be ready to take aff; 

Clean hag-abag^ I’ll spread upon his board, 

And serve him with the best we can afford : 
Good-humour and white bigonets* shall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 

Jenny. A dish of married love right soon grows 
cauld. 

And dozins** down to nane, as fowk grow auld. 
Peggy. But we’ll grow auld together, and ne’er 
find 

The loss of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their bairns make sure a firmer tye. 
Than aught in love the like of us can spy. 

Sec yon twa elms that grow up side by side, 
Suppose them some years syne bridegroom and 
bride; 

Nearer and nearer ilka year they’ve prest, 

Till wide their spreading branches are increas’d. 
And in their mixture now are fully blest: 

This shields the other frae the eastlin blast; 

That in return defends it frae the west. 

' Mates.— * Huckabuclv,—3 Linen caps or coifs.--^ Dwindles. 
VOL. IV. A A 
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Sic as stand single, (a state sae lik’d by you,) 
Beneath ilk storm frae every airt ^ man bow. 

Jenny, I’ve done.—I yield, dear lassie, I man 
yield. 

Your better sense has fairly won the field, 

With the assistance of a little fae 
Lies dern’d within my breast this mony a day. 
Peggy, Alake, poor pris’ner!—Jenny, that’s no 
fair. 

That ye’ll no let the wie thing take the air: 

Haste, let him out; we*ll tent as well *s we can. 

Gif he be Bauldy’s, or poor Roger’s man. 

Jenny, Anither time’s as good ; for see the sun 
Is right far up, and we’re not yet begun 
To freath the graith: if canker’d Madge, our aunt, 
Come up the burn, she’ll gie us a wicked rant: 

But when we’ve done, I’ll tell you a’ my mind; 

For this seems true—nae lass can be unkind. 

\Extuni, 


SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS. 

BORX 1709.—DIED 1759. 


Sir Charles Hanbury Williams was the son of 
John Hanbury, Esq. a South Sea Director. He sat 
in several parliaments, was, in 1744 , installed a 
knight of the bath, and was afterwards minister at 
the courts of Berlin and Petersburgh. 

* Quarter. 
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ODE. 

TO A GREAT NUMRER OF GREAT MEN, NEWLY MADE. 

See, a new progeny descends 

From Heaven, of Britain’s truest friends : 

Oh Muse ] attend my call! 

To one of these direct thy flight, 

Or^ to be sure that we are right, 

Direct it to them all. 

O Clio I these are golden times ; 

I shall get money for my rhymes; 

And thou no more go tatter’d: 

Make haste then, lead the way, begin, 

For here are people jiist come in, 

Who never yet were flatter’d. 

But first to Carteret fain you’d sing; 

Indeed he’s nearest to the King, 

Yet careless how you use him; 

Give him, I beg, no labour’d lays; 

He will but promise if you praise. 

And laugh if you abuse him. 

Then (but there’s a vast space betwixt) 

The new-made Earl of Bath comes next, 

Stiff in his popular pride: 

His step, his gait, describe the man ; 

They paint him better than I can. 

Waddling from side to side. 


A A 2 
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Each hour a different face he wears. 

Now in a fury, now in tears. 

Now laughing, now in sorrow; 

Now heMl command, and now obey, 

Bellows for liberty to-day. 

And roars for power to-morrow- 

At noon the Tories had him tight,. 

With staunchest Whigs he supp’d at night 
Each party try*d to ’ave won him; 

But he himself did so divide. 

Shuffled and cut from side to side. 

That now both parties shun him. 

See yon old, dull, important Lord, 

Who at the long’d-for money-board 
Sits first, but does not lead: 

His younger brethren all things make; 

So that the Treasury’s like a snake. 

And the tail moves the head. 

Why did you cross God's good intent ? 

He made you for a President; 

Back to that station go: 

Nor longer act this farce of power. 

We know you miss’d the thing before, 

And have not got it now. 

See valiant Cobhami valorous Stair, 

Britain's two thunderbolts of war. 
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Now strike my ravish’d eye: 

But oh ! their strength and spirits flown, • 

They, like their conq’ring swords, are grown 
Rusty with laying by. 

Dear Bat, I’m glad you’ve got a place. 

And since things thus have chang’d their face, 
You’ll give opposing o’er: 

’Tis comfortable to be 

And think what a damn’d while you’ve been. 
Like Peter, at the door. 

See who comes next—I kiss thy hands, 

But not in flattery, Samuel Sandys; 

For since you are in power. 

That gives you knowledge, judgment, parts. 

The courtier’s wiles, the statesman’s arts, 

Of which you’d none before. 

When great impending dangers shook 
Its state, old Rome dictators took 
Judiciously from plough: 

So we, (but at a pinch thou knowest) 

To make the highest of the lowest, 

Th’ Exchequer gave to you. 

When in your hands the seals you found, 

Did they not make your brains go round ? 

Did they not turn your head ? 

1 fancy (but you hate a joke) 

You felt as Nell did when she woke 
In Lady Loverulc’s bed. 
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See Harry Vane in pomp appear. 

And, since he’s made Vice-Treasurer, 
Grown taller by some inches: 

See Tweedale follow Carteret's call; 

Sec Flanoverian Gower, and all 
The black funereal Finches. 

And see with that important face 

Berenger’s clerk, to take his place, 
Into the Treasury come : 

With pride and meanness act thy part. 

Thou look’st the very thing thou art. 
Thou Bourgeois Gentilhomme. 

Oh, my poor Country! is this all 

You’ve gain’d by the long-labour’d fall 
Of Walpole and his tools ? 

He was a knave indeed—what then ? 

He’d parts—but this new set of men 
A’n’t only knaves, but fools. 

More changes, better times this isle 

Demands : Oh! Chesterfield, Argyle, 
To bleeding Britain bring ’em: 

Unite all hearts, appease each storm; 

*Tis yours such actions to perform. 

My pride shall be to sing ’em. 



ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE. 

BORN 1705.-DIED 1760. 


Isaac Hawkins Browne was born at Burton upon 
Trent, educated at Westminster and Cambridge, 
and studied the law at Lincoln's Inn; but his for* 
tune enabled him to decline the pursuit of business 
long before his death. He sat in two parliaments 
for Wenlocke^ in Shropshire. 


A PIPB Of TOBACCO. 

Jn Imitalion 1^'six several Authors. 


IMITATION I. — COLLEY CIBBER. 

A NEW YEAR’S ODE. 

Laudes egregii Cssaris ■ ■ 

Culpa deterere ingeni. IIOR. 

RECITATIVO. 

Old Battle-array, big with horror, is fled, 
And olive-rob’d Peace again lifts up her head. 
Sing, ye Muses, Tobacco, the blessing of peace; 
Was ever a nation so blessed as this ? 
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AIR. 

When summer suns grow red with heat, 
Tobacco tempers Phoebus’ ire; 

When wintry storms around us beat> 
Tobacco cheers with gentle fire. 

Yellow autumn, youthtul spring, 

In thy praises jointly sing. 

RECITATIVO. 

Like Neptune, Caesar guards Virginian fleets, 
Fraught with Tobacco’s balmy sweets; 

Old Ocean trembles at Britannia’s power. 

And Boreas is afraid to roar. 

AIK. 

Happy mortal! he who knows 
Pleasure which a Pipe bestows; 
Curling eddies climb the room. 
Wafting round a mild perfume. 

RECITATIVO. 

Let foreign climes the wine and orange boast. 
While wastes of war deform the teeming coast; 
Britannia, distant from each hostile sound, 
Enjoys a Pipe, with ease and freedom crown'd; 
E’en restless faction finds itself most free. 

Or if a slave,.a slave to liberty. 

AIR. 

Smiling years that gaily run 
Bound the zodiac with the sun, 
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Tell, if ever you have seen 
Realms so quiet and serene. 
British sons no longer now 
Hurl the bar, or twang the bow. 
Nor of crimson combat think. 
But securely smoke and drink. 

CHORUS. 

Smiling years, that gayly run 
Round the zodiac with the sun. 
Tell if ever you have seen 
Realms so quiet and serene. 

IMITATION II.-AMB. PHILIPS.^ 

1'cniies fugit ceu in auras. A'fRC. 

Little tube of mighty pow’r. 
Charmer of an idle hour. 

Object of my warm desire. 

Lip of wax and eye of fire : 

And thy snowy taper waist. 

With my finger gently brac’d j 
And thy pretty swelling crest. 
With my little stopper prest. 

And the sweetest bliss of blisses. 
Breathing from thy balmy kisses. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen. 
Happiest he of happy men } 

Who when agen the night returns, 
When agen the taper burns. 
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When agen the cricket’s gay, 

(Little cricket, full of play) 

Can afford his tube Co feed 
With the fragrant Indian weed : 

Pleasure for a nose divine, 

Incense of the god of wine. 

Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 

Happiest he of happy men. 

IMITATION III.—JAMES THOMSON. 

-Proruinpit ad asthera iiubein 

Turbine, i'amantcni piccu. ViRG. 

O THOU, matur’d by glad Hesperian suns. 
Tobacco, fountain pure of limpid Iruihy 
That looks the very soul; whence pouring thought 
Sivarms all the mind; absorpt is yellow care, 

A fid at each puff imagination burns : 

Flash on thy bard, and with exalting fires 
Touch the mysterious lip, that chaunts thy praise 
In strains to mortal sons of earth unknown. 
Behold an engine, wrought from tawny mines 
Of ductile clay, mih. plastic virtue form’d. 

And glaz’d magnific o'er, I grasp, I fill. 

From Paetotheke with pungent pow’rs perfum’d. 
Itself one tortoise all, where shines imbibed 
'Each parent ray; then rudely ramm’d illume. 

With the red touch of zeal-enkindling sheet. 
Marked with Gibsonian lore ; forth issue clouds. 
Thought-thrilling, thirst-inciting clouds around. 
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^And many-raining fires; I all the while. 

Lolling at ease, inhale the breezy balm. 

But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join^ 

In genial strife and orthodoxal ale. 

Stream life and joy into the Muse's bowl. 

Oh be thou still my great inspiret\ thou 
My Muse ; oh fan me with thy zephyrs boon. 
While I, in clouded tabernacle shrin’d, 

Burst forth all oracle and mystic song. 

IMITATION IV.—OR. YOUNG. 

—— BulltUis niihi nugis 

Pagin.i turgescat—dare pondiih idonea Aiiiio. Per®*. 

Critics avaunt ! Tobacco is my theme; 

Tfemble like hornets at the blasting steam. 

And you, court-insects, flutter not too near 
Its light, nor bu/z within the scorching sphere. 
Pollio, with flame like thine my verse inspire, 

So shall the Muse from smoke elicit fire. 

Coxcombs prefer the tickling sting of snuff; 

Yet all their claim to wisdom is-a puff*: 

Lord Foplin smokes not—for his teeth afraid: 

Sir Tawdry smokes not—for he wears brocade. 
Ladies, when pipes are brought, affect to swoon; 
They love no smoke, except the smoke of town; 

But courtiers hate the puffing tribe,—no matter. 
Strange if they love the breath that cannot flatter! 
Its foes but shew their ignorance ; can he 
AVho scorns the leaf of knowledge, love the tree ? 
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The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 

Rails at Tobacco, though it makes him-spit. 

Citronia vows it has an odious stink; 

She will not smoke (ye gods !)—but she will drink 
And chaste Prudella (blame her if you can) 

Says, pipes are us’d by that vile creature Man : 
Yet crowds remain, who still its worth proclaim, 
^Vhile some for pleasure smoke, and some for fame 
Fame, of our actions universal spring, 

For vdiich we drink, eat, sleep, smoke—every thing 


IMITATION V.—MR. TOrE. 

■ Solis ad ortus 

V^anc&cU funius. Lucan. 

Rli-:st leaf! whose aromatic gales dispense 
To templars modesty, to parsons sense: 

So raptur’d priests, at fam’d Dodona’s shrine, 
Drank inspiration from the steam divine. 
Poison that cures, a vapour that aftbrds 
Content, more solid than the smile of lords: 
Rest to the weary, to the hungry food, 

The last kind refuge of the wise and good. 
Inspir’d by thee, dull cits adjust the scale 
Of Europe’s peace, when other statesmen fail. 
By thee protected, and thy sister, beer. 

Poets rejoice, nor think the bailiff near. 

Nor less the critic owns thy genial aid. 

While supperless he plies the piddling trade. 
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VVIiat though to love and soft delights a foe. 
By ladies hated, hated by the beau, 

Yet social freedom, long to courts unknown. 
Fair health, fair truth, and virtue arc thy own. 
Come to thy poet, come with healing wings, 
And let me taste thee unexcis’d by kings. 

IMITATION VI.-DEAN SWIFF. 

Ex fiimo dare lucem. HoR. 

Boy ! bring an ounce of Freeman's best, 

And bid the vicar be my guest: 

Let all be plac’d in manner due, 

A pot wherein to spit or spew. 

And London Journal, and Free-Briton, 

Of use to light a pipe or * * 

******* 

******* 

This village, unmolested yet 
By troopers, shall be my retreat: 

Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray; 

Who cannot write or vote for * * *. 

Far from the vermin of the town. 

Here let me rather live, my own, 

Doze o’er a pipe, whose vapour bland 
In sweet oblivion lulls the land; 

Of all which at Vienna passes. 

As ignorant as * Brass is: 

And scorning rascals tq caress. 

Extol the days of good Queen Bess, 
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When first Tobacco blest our isle. 

Then think of other queens—and smile. 

Come, jovial pipe^ and bring along 
Midnight revelry and song; 

The merry catch, the madrigal, 

That echoes sweet in City Hall; 

The parson’s pun, the smutty tale 
Of country justice o’er his ale. 

I ask not what the French are doing, 
Or Spain, to compass Britain’s ruin: 
Britons, if undone, can go 
Where Tobacco loves to grow. 


JOHN BYROM. 

BORN 16^1.—DIED 1763. 


John Byrom was the son of a linen-draper at 
Manchester. He was born at Kersal, and was edu¬ 
cated at Merchant Taylors’ school, and at Cam¬ 
bridge. Dr. Bentley, the father of the Phoebe of 
his pastoral poem, procured him a fellowship at the 
University, which he was obliged, however, to va¬ 
cate, as he declined to go into the church. He 
afterwards supported himself by teaching short-hand 
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writing in London, till, by the death of an elder 
brother, he inherited the family estate, and spent 
the close of his life in easy circumstances. 


A PASTORAL. 

My time, O ye Muses, was happily spent. 

When Pheebe went with me wherever 1 went; 

Ten thousand sweet pleasures I felt in my breast: 
Sure never fond shepherd like Colin was blest! 

But now she is gone, and has left me behind. 

What a marvellous change on a sudden I find ! 
When things were as fine as could possibly be, 

I thought 'twas the Spring; but alas! it was she. 

With such a companion to tend a few sheep. 

To rise up and play, or to lie down and sleep; 

I was so good-humour’d, so cheerful and gay, 

My heart was as light as a feather all day. 

But now I so cross, and so peevish am grown; 

So strangely uneasy as never was known. 

My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 
And my heart—I am sure it weighs more than a 
• 

The fountain, that wont to run sweetly along. 
And dance to soft murmurs the pebbles among; 
Thou know'st, little Cupid, if Pheebe was there, 
'Twas pleasure to look at, ’twas music to hear: 

But now she is absent, I walk by its side, 

And still, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 
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Must you be so cheerful, while I go in pain ? 

Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me com¬ 
plain. 

My lambkins around me would oftentimes play. 
And Pheebe and I were as joyful as they ; 

How pleasant their sporting, how happy their time, 
When Spring, Love, and Beauty, were all in their 
V prime; 

But now, in their frolics when by me they pass, 

I fling at their fleeces an handful of grass; 

Be still then, I cry, for it nnakes me quite mad. 

To see you so merry while I am so sad. 

My dog I was ever well pleased to sec 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 

And Pheebe was pleas’d too, and to my dog said, 

“ Come hither, poor fellow and patted his head. 
But now, when he’s fawning, I with a sour look 
Cry “ Sirrah and give him a blow w ith my crook : 
And 1*11 give him another; for why should not Tray 
Be as dull as his master, when Phoibe^s away ? 

When walking with Phoebe, what sights have 1 
seen. 

How fair was the flower, how fresh was the green! 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the shade. 
The corn fields and hedges, and ev’ry thing made ! 
But now she has left me, though all are still there. 
They none of them now so delightful appear: 
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'Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes. 
Made so many beautiful prospects arise. 

Sweet music went with us both all the wood 
through, 

The lark, linnet, throstle, and nightingale too: 
"Winds over us whisper’d, flocks by us did bleat. 
And chirp went the grasshopper under our feet. 
But now she is absent, though still they sing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody’s gone: 

Her voice in the concert, as now 1 have found, 
Gave ev’ry thing else its agreeable sound. 

Rose, what is become of thy delicate hucr 
And where is the violet’s beautiful blue ? 

Docs ought of its sweetness the blossom beguile ? 
That meadow, those daisies, why do they not smile ? 
Ah ! rivals, I see what it was that you drest. 

And made yourselves fine for-a place in her 

breast: 

You put on your colours to pleasure her eye. 

To be pluck’d by her hand, on her bosom to die. 

How slowly Time creeps till my Pheebe return ? 
While amidst the soft zephyr’s cool breezes I burn r 
Methinks, if I knew whereabouts he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and ’twould melt down 
the lead. 

Ply swifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear. 

And rest so much longer for’t when she is here. 

Ah Colin ! old Time is full of delay. 

Nor will budge one foot faster for ail thou canst say. 

VOL, IV. an 
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Will no pitying pow’r, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my disquiet, or soften my pain ! 

To be cur’d, thou must, Colin, thy passion remove; 
But what swain is so silly to live without love ? 

No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return. 

For ne’er was poor shepherd so sadly forlorn. 

Ah ! what shall I do ? I shall die with despair; 
Take heed, all ye swains, how ye part with your 
fair. 


WILLIAM SIIENSTONE. 

BORN 1714.-DIED 1763. 


William Siienstone was born at the Leasowes, 
in Hales Owen. He was bred at Pembroke College, 
Oxford, where he applied himself to poetry, and 
published a small miscellany in 1737 , without his 
name. lie had entertained thoughts, at one period, 
of studying medicine, but on coming of age he 
retired to a property at Harborough, left him by 
his mother, where, in an old romantic habitation, 
haunted by rooks, and shaded by oaks and elms, he 
gave himself up to indolence and the Muses. Pie 
came to London for the first time in I 7 -JO, and pub¬ 
lished his Judgment of Hercules. A 3 X'ar after 
appeared his School-mistress, For several years he 
led a wandering life of amusement, and was occa¬ 
sionally at Bath, London, and Cheltenham; at the 
last of which places he met with the Phyllis of his 
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pastoral ballad. The first sketch of that ballad had 
been written under a former attachment to a lady of 
the name of Graves; but it was resumed and finished 
in compliment to his new flame. Dr. Johnson in¬ 
forms us that he might have obtained Phyllis, who¬ 
ever the lady was, if he had chosen to ask her. 

In the year 17^5 the death of his indulgent uncle, 
Mr. Dolman, who had hitherto managed his affairs, 
threw the care of them upon himself, and he fixed 
his residence at the Leasowes, which he brought, by 
improvements, to its far-famed beauty. In these im¬ 
provements his affectionate apologist, Mr. Greaves, 
acknowledges that he spent the whole of his income, 
but denies the alleged poverty of his latter days, as 
W'ell as the rumour that his landscapes were haunted 
by duns and bailiffs. He states, on the contrary, 
that he left considerable legacies to his servants. 

The Frenchman who dedicated a stone in his gar¬ 
den to the memory of Shenstonc% was not wholly 
wrong in ascribing to him a “ inslc iialurol^^ for 
there is a freshness and distinctness in his rural 
images, like those of a nwn who had enjoj^ed the 

1 Moms. Girardiii, at iiis rstatc of Erniononville, formed a 
garden in sonic degree on the English model, with inscriptions 
:ifter the manner of Shenstone, one of which, dedicated to Sh<*n- 
sfonc himself, ran thus : 

This plain stone 
To Willi.im Shenstone. 

In his writings he displayed 
A mind natural. 

At ].e:iM)wcs he laitl 
Auadidii gtcens ruul. 
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country with his own senses, and very unlike the 
descriptions of 

“ A pastoral poet from f^adenliall-strect,” 
who may have never heard a lamb bleat but on its 
way to the slaughter-house. At the same time there 
is a certain air of masquerade in his pastoral charac¬ 
ter as applied to the man himself; and he is most 
natural in those pieces where he is least Arcadian. 
It may seem invidious, perhaps, to object to Shen- 
stone making his appearance in poetry with his pipe 
and his crook, while custom has so much inured us 
to the idea of S[»enser feigning himself to be Colin 
Clout, and to his styling Sir Walter Ualeigh the 
“ Shepherd of the Ocean,” an expression, by the 
way, w hich is not remarkably ijitelligible, and which, 
perhaps, might not unfairly be placed under INIiss 
Edgeworth's description of Englisli bulls. Gabriel 
Harvey used also to designate himself llobbinol in 
his poetry; and llrowne. Lodge, Drayton, Milton, 
and many others, describe themselves as surrounded 
by their flocks, though none of them probably ever 
possessed a live sheep jn the course of their lives. 
Eut with respect to the poets of Elizabeth’s reign, 
their distance from us appears to soften the romantic 
licence of the fiction, and we regard them as beings 
in some degree characterised by their vicinity to the 
ages of romance. Milton, though coming later, in¬ 
vests his pastoral disguise (in Lycidas) Avith such 
enchanting picturesqueness as wholly to divert our 
attention from t!ic unreal shepherd to the real poet. 
Jbit from the end of the scveiitccnth century pastoral 
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poetry became gradually more and more unprofitable 
in South Britain, and the figure of the genuine shep¬ 
herd swain began to be chiefly confined to pictures 
on china, and to opera ballets. Slienstone was one of 
the last of our respectable poets who afi'ected this 
Arcadianism, but he was too modern to sustain 
it in perfect keeping. His entire poetry, therefore, 
presents us with a double image ol‘ his clKXracter; 
one impression which it leaves is tluit of an agree¬ 
able, indolent gentleman, of cultivated taste and re¬ 
fined sentiments j the other that of Corydon, a purely 
amatory and ideal swain. It would have been so far 
well, if those characters had been kept distinct, like 
two impressions on the opposite sides of a medal. 
But he has another pastoral name, that of Damon, 
in which the swain and tlie gentleman are rather 
incongruously blended together. Damon has also 
his festive garlands and dunces at wakes and may¬ 
poles, but he is moreover a disciple of vertu ; 

“ his bosom burns 

With statues, paintings, coins, and urns.’’ 

He sighs to call one Titian stroke his own ex¬ 
pends his fortune on building domes and obelisks, is 
occasionally delighted to share his vintage with an 
old college acquaintance, and dreams of inviting 
Delia to a mansion with Venetian windows. 

Apart from those ambiguities, Shenstonc is a 
pleasing writer, both in his lighter and graver vein. 
Ills genius is not forcible, but it settles in mediocrity 
without meanness. Ilis pieces of levity correspond 
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not disagreeably with their title. His Ode to 
Memory is worthy of protection from the power 
which it invokes. Some of the stanzas of bis Ode 
to Rural Klegancc seem to recal to us tlie country- 
loving spirit of Cowley subdued in wit, but har¬ 
monized in expression. From the commencement 
of the stanza in that ode, “ O sweet disposer of the 
rural hour,” he sustains an agreeable and peculiarly 
refined strain of poetical feeling. The ballad of 
Jemmy Dawson, and the elegy on Jessy, are writ¬ 
ten with genuine feeling. With all the beauties of 
the Leasowes in our minds, it may be still regretted, 
that instead of devoting his whole soul to clumping 
beeches, and projecting mottos for summer-houses, 
he had not gone more into living nature for subjects, 
and described her interesting realities with the same 
fond and naive touches which give so much delight¬ 
fulness to his portrait of the School-mistress. 


TIIK SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 

IN IMITATION OF SPENSEK. 

All me ! full sorely is my heart forlorn, 

To think how modest worth neglected lies: 
While partial fame doth with her blasts adorn 
Such deeds alone as pride and pomp disguise; 
Deeds of ill sort, .md mischievous emprizc: 
Lend me thy clarion, goddess 1 let me try 
To sound the praise of merit ere it dies; 

Such as I oft have chaunced to espy. 

Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 
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In every village markM with little spire, 
Embower’d in trees, and liardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly shed, and mean attire, 

A matron old, whom we school-mistress name; 
Who boasts unruly brats witli birch to tame ; 
They grieveu sore, in piteous durance pent, 

Aw’d by the pow’r of this relentless dame : 

And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent. 

For unkempt hair, or task unconn’d, are sorely shent. 

And all in sight doth rise a birchen tree, 

Which learning near her little dome did stowe ; 
Whilom a twig of small regard to see, 

Though now so w ide its waving branches How; 
And work the simple vassals mickle wme ; 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew', 
But their limbs shudder’d, and their pulse beat 
low; 

And as they look’d they found their horror grew, 
And shap’d it into rods, and tingled at the view. 

So have I seen (who lias not, may conceive), 

A lifeless phantom nt‘ar a garden plac’d; 

So doth it w'anton birds of peace bereave, 

Of sport, of song, of pleasure, of repast; 

They start, they stare, they wheel, they look 
aghast; 

Sad servitude! such comfortless annoy 
May no bold Briton’s riper age e’er taste! 

Ne superstition clog his dance of joy, 

Ne vision empty, vain, his native bliss destroy. 
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Near to this dome is found a patch so green, 

On which the tribe their gambols do display; 
And at the door iinprisornog board is seen, 

Lest weakly wiglits of smaller size should stray; 
Eager, perdic, to bask in sunny da}'! 

The noises intermix’d, which thence resound. 

Do learning’s little (encment betray ; 

Where sits the dame, disguis’d in look profound. 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel 
around. 

Her cap, far whiter than the driven snow, 
Emblem right meet of decency docs yield: 

Her apron dy’d in grain, as blue, 1 trowe. 

As is the hare-bell that adorns the Held: 

And in her hand, for sceptre, she does wield 
Tway bircheu sprays ; with anxious fear entwin’d. 
With dark distrust, and sad repentance fill’d; 

And stedfast hate, and sharp affliction join’d, 

And fury uncontroul’d, and chastisement unkind. 

Few but have ken'd,in semblance meet pourtray’d, 
The childish faces of old Eol’s train ; 

Libs, Notus, Austcr: these in frowns array’d. 
How then would fare or earth, or sk}', or main. 
Were the stern god to give his slaves the rein ? 
And were not she rebellious breasts to quell. 

And were not she her statutes to maintain. 

The cot no more, I ween, were deem’d the cell. 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order 
dweU. 
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A russet stoic was o’er her sliouklcrs thrown: 

A russet kirtle fenc’d the nipping air; 

'Twas simple russet, but it was her own; 

’Twas her own country bred the flock so fair! 
’Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare; 
And, sooth to say, her pupils, rang’d around, 
Through pious awe, did term it passing rare; 

For they in gaping wonderment abound. 

And think, no doubt, she been the greatest wight 
on ground. 

Albeit nc flattery did corrupt lier truth, 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 

(joody, good-woman, gossip, n’uunt, forsooth. 

Or dame, the sole additions she did hear; 

Yet these she challeng’d, these she held right dear: 
Ne would esteem him act as mought behove, 
Who should not honour’d eld with these revere : 
For never title yet so mean could prove, 

Hut there was eke a mind which did that title love. 

One ancient hen she took delight to feed. 

The plodding pattern of the busy dame; 

Which, ever and anon, impell’d by need, 

Into her school, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her past deportment claim ; 

And, if neglect had lavish’d on the ground 
Fragment of bread, she woubl collect ihe same; 
For well she knew, and quaintly could expound. 
What sin it were to waste the smallest crumb she 
. found. 
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Herbs too she knew, and well of each could speak 
That in her garden sip’d the silvery dew; 

Where no vain flower disclos’d a gaudy streak; 
But herbs for use, and physick, not a few, 

Of grey renown, within those borders grew: 

The tufted basil, pun>provoking thyme, 

Fresh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue: 

The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 

And more I fain would sing, disdaining here to 
rhyme. 

Yet euphrasy may not be left unsung. 

That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radish, biting infant’s tongue ; 

And plantain ribb’d, that heals the reaper’s 
wound; 

And marj’rain sweet, in shepherd’s posie found; 
And lavender, whose spikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, crewhilc, in arid bundles bound. 

To lurk amidst the labours of her loom, 

And crown her kerchiefs clean, w’ith mickle rare 
perfume. 

And here trim rosemarinc, that whilom crown’d 
The daintiest garden of the proudest peer; 

Ere, driven from its envy’d site, it found 
A sacred shelter for its branches here; 

Where, edg’d with gold, its glittering skirts ap¬ 
pear. 

Oh wassel days ! O customs meet and well! 

Ere this was banish’d from its lofty sphere 
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Simplicity then sought this humble cell. 

Nor ever would she more with thane and lordling 
dwell. 

Here oft the dame, on Sabbath’s decent eve, 
Hymned such psalms as Stcrnhold forth did mete; 
If winter ’twere, she to her hearth did cleave, 
But in her garden found a summer-seat: 

Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Israel's sons, beneath a foreign king, 

While taunting foe-men did a song entreat, 

All, for the nonce, untuning every string, 
Uphung their useless lyres—small heart had they to 
sing. 

For she was just, and friend to virtuous lore. 

And pass’d much time in truly virtuous deed; 
And, in those clhns’ ears, would oft deplore 
The times, when truth by popish rage did bleed; 
And tortious death was true devotion’s meed; 
And simple faith in iron cliains did mourn, 

That noiild on wooden image place her creed; 
And lavvny saints in smouldering flames did burn: 
Vli! dearest Lord, forefend, tliilk days should e'er 
return. 

In elbow-chair, like that of Scottish stem. 

By the sharp tooth of cankering cld defac’d, 

In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our sovereign prince and liefest liege is plac'd, 
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The matron sate; and some with rank she grac’d, 
(The source of children’s and of courtier’s pride T) 
Redress’d affronts, for vile affronts there pass’d 5 
And warn’d them not the fretful to deride, 

But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

Right well she knew each temper to descry; 

To thwart the proud, and the submiss to raise ; 
Some with vile copper-prize exalt on high. 

And some entice with pittance small of praise ; 
And other some with baleful sprig she ’frays: 
Ev’n absent, she the reins of power doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd she sways; 
Forewarn’d, if little bird their pranks behold, 
’Twill whisper in her ear, and all the scene unfold. 

Lo now with state she utters the command! 
Eftsoons the urchins to their tasks repair; 

Their books of stature small they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn secured arc; 

To save from finger wet the letters fair: 

The work so gay, that on their back is seen, 

St. (Icorge’s high acliievemcnts does declare; 

On which thilk wight that has 3 ^-gazing been, 
Kens the forthcoming rod, unplcasing sight, I ween! 

Ah luckless he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil star! it irks me whilst I write! 

As erst the bard by Mulla’s silver stream, 

^ Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight. 



WILLIAM SHENSTONE. 


381 


Sigh'd as he sung, and did in tears indite. 

For brandishing the rod, she doth begin 
To loose the brogues, the stripling’s late delight! 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty skin, 
Fair as the turr^'-coat of whitest ermilin. 

O ruthful scene ! wlien from a nook obscure, 

Ilis little sister doth liis peril see : 

All playful as she sate, she grows demure; 

She finds full soon her wonted spirits flee; 

She meditates a prayt-r to set him tree: 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 

To her sad grief that swells in either eye. 

And wrings her so that all for pity slie could die. 

No longer can she now her shrieks command; 
And hardly she forbears, through awful fear. 

To ruslicn forth, and, with presumptuous hand, 
To stay harsh justice in its mid career. 

On thee she calls, on thee her parent dear! 

(Ah ! too remote to ward the shameful blow!) 
t>he sees no kind domestic visage near, 

And soon a flood of tears b(*gins to flow ; 

And gives a loose at last to unavailing woe. 

Fut ah ! w hat pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain? 

The for m uncouth of his disguised face ^ 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain r 
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The plenteous shower that does his cheek distain ; 
When he, in abject wise, implores the dame, 

Ne hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to gain; 

Or when from high she levels well her aim, 

And, through the thatch, his cries each falling 
stroke proclaim. 

The other tribe, agliast, with sore dismay, 
Attend, and conn their tasks with mickle care: 
By turns, astony’d, every twig survey, 

And, from their fellow’s hateful wounds, beware; 
Knowing, I wist, how eacli the same may share; 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet. 
And to the well-known chest the dame repair; 
Whence oft with sugar’d cates she doth them 
greet, 

And gingerbread y-rare; now, certes, doubly sweet. 

See to their seats they hye witli merry glee, 

And in beseemly order sitten there; 

All but the wight of bum y-galled, he 
Abhorreth bench and stool, and fourm, and chair; 
(This hand in mouth y-fix’d, tliat rends his hair;) 
And eke with snubs profound, and heaving breast, 
Convulsions intermitting, docs declare 
Hi s grievous wrong; his dame’s iinju.-'f behest; 
And scorns her otl'or’d love, and sillin'* to he caress'd. 

His eye besprent with liquid crystal shines, 

His blooming face that seems a purple flower. 
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Which low to earth its dropping head declines, 
All smear’d and sully’d by a vernal shower, 

O the hard bosoms of despotic power! 

All, all, but she, the author of his shame, 

All, all, but she, regret this mournful hour: 

Yet hence the youth, and hence the flower, shall 
claim. 

If so I deem aright, transcending worth and fame. 

Behind some door, in melancholy tliought, 
Mindless of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines ; 

Ne for his fellows joyance carcth auglit, 

But to the wind all merriment resigns ; 

And deems it shame if he to peace inclines; 

And many a sullen look ascance is sent, 

Which for his dame’s annoyance he designs; 

And still the more to pleasure him she’s bent, 
The more doth he, perverse, her haviour past 
resent. 

Ah me ! how much I fear lest pride it be ! 

But if that pride it be which thus inspires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice discernment see, 

Ye quench not too the sparks of nobler fires : 

Ah! better flir than all the IMuses’ lyreKS, 

All coward arts, is valour’s generous heat; 

The firm fixt breast which fit and right requires. 
Like Vernon’s patriot soul ; more justly great 
Than craft that pimps Ibr ill, or flowery false 
deceit: 
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Yet, nurs’d with skill, what dazzling fruits appear! 
Ev’i> now sagacious foresight points to show 
A little bench of licedless bishops here. 

And there a chancellour in embryo, 

Or bard sublime, if bard may e’er be so, 

As Milton, Shakspeare, names that ne’er shall 
die! 

Though now he crawl along the ground so low. 
Nor weeting how the Muse should soar on high, 
VVisheth, poor starveling elf f his paper kite ma} fly. 

And this perhaps, who, censuring the design, 
Low lays the house which that of cards doth build, 
Sliiill Dennis be ! if rigid fate incline, 

And many an epic to his rage shall yield; 

And many a poet quit th’ Aonian field: 

And, sour’d by age, profound he shall appear. 

As be who now with ’sdainful fury thrill’d, 
Surveys mine work: and levels nianv a sneer. 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, “ Wliat stuff 
is here 

13ut now Dan Phoebus gains the middle skie. 

And liberty unhars her prison-door: 

And like a rushing torrent out they fly, 

And now the grassy cirque Iian cover’d o’er 
With boisterous revel-rout and wild uproar; 

A thousand ways in wanton rings they run. 
Heaven shield their short-liv’d pastimes, I im¬ 
plore ! 
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For vvfll may freedom eri>t so dearly won, 
-Appear to British elf more gladsome than the sun. 

Enjoy, poor imps! enjoy your sportive trade, 
And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest flowers. 
For when my bones in grass-green sods are laid; 
For never may ye taste more careless hours 
In kniglitly castles or in ladies howers. 

O vain to seek delight in earthly thing! 

Bift most in courts where proud ambition towers ; 
Deluded wight! who iveens fair peace can spring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kesar or of king. 

See in each sprite some various bent appear! 
These rudely carol most incondite lay; 

Those sauntering on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the stranger passing on his way; 

Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 

Some to the standing lake their courses bend, 
With pebbles smooth at duck and drake to play; 
Thilk to the huxter’s savory cottage tend. 

In pastry kings and queens th’ allotted mite to spend. 

Here, as each season yields a different store. 

Each -season’s stores in order ranged been; 

Apples with cabbage-net y-cover’d o’er, 

Galling full sore th* unmoncy’d wight, are seen; 
And goose-’bric clad in livery red or green; 

And here of lovely dye, the Catharine pear. 

Fine pear? as lovely for thy juice, I ween; 

VOL. IV. c c 
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O may no wight e’er pcnnylcss come there, 

Lest smit with ardent love he pine with hopeless 
care! 

See ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound. 
With thread so white in tempting posies ty’d, 
Scattering, like blooming maid, their glances 
round, 

With pamper’d look draw little eyes aside; 

And must be bought, though penury betide. 

The plumb all azure and the nut all brown. 

And here each season do those cakes abide. 
Whose honour’d names th’ inventive city own. 
Rendering through Britain's isle Salopia’s praises 
known. 

Admir’d Salopia! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn’s ambient wave. 
Fam’d for her loyal cares in perils try’d, 

Her daughters lovely, and her striplimrs brave : 
Ah! midst the rest, may flowers adorn his grave. 
Whose art did first these dulcet cates display 
A motive fair to learning’s imps he gave. 

Who cheerless o’er her darkling region stray; 
Till reason's morn arise, and light them on their way. 
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KLEGY. 

IlEfiCRISING THE SORROW OF AN INGENUOUS MINO ON THE 
MELANCHOLY EVENT OF A LICENTIOUS AMOLK. 

Way mourns my friend? why weeps his downcast 
eye ? 

Tliat eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to sliine ? 
Thy cheerful meads reprove that swelling sigh; 
Spring ne’er enamell'd fairer meads than thine. 

Art tliou not lodg’d in fortune’s warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form’d by nature’s partial care ? 
Blest in thy song, and blest in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that inchants the fair? 

Damon, said he, thy partial praise restrain; 

Not Damon’s friendship can my peace restore; 
Alas! his very praise awakes my pain. 

And my poor wounded bosom bleeds the more. 

For oh that nature on my birth had frown’d, 

Or fortune fix’d me to some lowly cell! 

Then had my bosom ’scap’d this fatal wound. 

Nor had I bid these vernal sweets farewell. 

But led by Fortune’s hand, her darling child. 

My youth her vain licentious bliss admir’d ; 

In Fortune’s train the syren Flattery smil'd, 

And rashly hallow’d all her queen inspir’d, 

c c 2 
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Of folly studious, ev’n of vices vain, 

All vices! gilded by tlie rich and gay! 

I chas’d the guileless daughters of the plain. 

Nor dropt the chase till Jessy was my prey. 

Poor artless maid ! to stain thy spotless name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united strove; 

To lure a breast that felt the purest flame, 
Sustain’d by virtue, but betray’d by love. 

School’d in the science of love’s mazy wiles, 

I clotird each feature with alFected scorn; 

1 spoke of jealous doubts, and fickle smiles, 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 

Then, while the faneyM rage alarm’d her care, 
Warm to deny, and zealous to disprove; 

1 bade my words the wonted softness wear, 

And seiz’d the minute of returning love. 

To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the rest ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ! 

Assur’d that virtue, by misfortune prest, 

Feels not the sharpness of a pang like mine. 

Nine envious moons matur’d her growing shame j 
Erewhile to flaunt it in the face of day; 

When, scorn’d of virtue, stigmatiz’d by fame. 
Low at my feet desponding Jessy lay. 
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** Henry,’* she said, “ by tby dear form subdued, 
See the sad relics of a nymph undone ! 

I find, I find this rising sob renew’d : 

I sigh in shades, and sicken at the sun. 

Amid the dreary gloom of night I cry. 

When will the morn’s once pleasing scenes re¬ 
turn ? 

Yet what can morn’s returning ray supply. 

But foes that triumph, or hut friends that mourn ! 

Alas! no more that joyous morn appears 

That led the tran(]uil hours of spotless fame; 

For J have steep’d a fatlu'r’s couch in tears, 

And ting’d a mother’s glowing check with shame. 

The vocal birds that raise their matin strain, 

The sportive lambs, increase my pensive moan ; 

All seem to chase me from the cheerful plain, 

And talk of truth and innocence alone. 

Iflh rough the garden’s flowery trilx's 1 stray, 
Where hloorn th(' jasmines that could once allure, 

Hope not to find delight in us, they say. 

For we are spotless, Jessy; we are pure. 

Ye flowers that well reproach a nym])h so frail; 

Say, could ye w ith my virgin fame compare ? 

The brightevt bud that scents the vernal gale 
\^"as liot so fragiant, and was not so fair. 
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Now the grave old alarm the gentler young; 

And all my lame’s abhorr’d contagion flee ; 
Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 
That bids the mom propitious smile on me. 

Thus for your sake I shun each human eye , 

I bid the sweets of blooming youth adieu; 

To die 1 languish, but I dread to die, 

Lest my sad fate should nourish pangs for you. 

Raise me from earth; the pains of want remove. 
And let me silent seek some friendly shore; 
There only, banish'd from the form I love. 

My weeping virtue shall relapse no more. 

Be but my friend ; I ask no dearer name; 

Be such the meed of some more artful fair; 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chase my shame. 
That pit}^ gave, what love refus’d to share. 

Force not my tongue to ask its scanty bread; 

Nor hurl thy Jessy to the vulgar crew; 

Not such the parent’s board at wliich 1 fed! 

Not such the precepts from his lips 1 drew! 

Haply, wlien age has silver’d o’er my hair, 

Malice may learn to scorn so mean a spoil; 
Envy may slight a face no longer fair; 

And pity welcome to my native soil/' 
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She spoke—nor was I born of savage race; 

Nor could these hands a niggard boon assign; 
Grateful she clasp’d me in a last embrace. 

And vow’d to waste her life in pray’rs for mine, 

I saw her foot the lofty bark ascend; 

I saw her breast with every passion heave; 

I left her—torn from every earthly friend; 

Oh ! my hard bosom, which could bear to leave ! 

Brief let me be ,* the fatal storm arose; 

The billows rag’d, the pilot’s art was vain ; 

O’er the tall mast the circling surges close; 

My Jessy—floats upon tlie watery plain! 

And see my youth’s impetuous fires decay; 

Seek not to stop reflection’s bitter tear; 

J5ut warn the frolic, and instruct the gay, 

From Jessy floating on her watery bier ! 


FROM IIORaL elegance. 

AN one TO THE 1.ATE DUCirESS ol' SOMERSET 

While orient skies restore the day. 

And dew-drops catch the lucid ray ; 
Amid the sprightly scenes of morn, 

Will aught the Muse inspire! 

Oh ! peace to yonder clamorous horn 
That drowns the sacred lyre ! 
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Ye rural thanes that o’er the mossy dowil 
Some panting, timorous liare pursue; 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 

Say, does slie smooth her lawns for you 'i 
For you does echo bid the rocks reply, 

And, urg'd by rude constraint, resound the jovial 
cry ? 

See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn. 

The wretclied swain your sport survey; 
lie finds his faithful fences torn, 
lie finds his labour’d crops a prey; 

He sees his flock—no more in circles feed; 

Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 

And with no random curses loads the deed. 

Nor yet, ye swains, conclude 
That nature smiles for you alone; 

Your bounded souls, and your conceptions crude. 
The proud, the selfish boast disown: 

Yours be the produce of the soil: 

O may it still reward your toil! 

Nor ever the defenceless train 
Of clinging infants ask support in vain ? 

But though the various harvest gild your plains, 
Docs the mere landscape feast your eye ? 

Or the warm hope of distant gains 
Far other cause of glee supply ? 

Is not the red-streak’s future juice 
The source of your delight profound. 
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Where Ariconium pours her gems profuse, 
Purpling a whole horizon round ? 

Athirst ye praise the linipid stream, ’tis true ; 

But though, the pebbled shores among, 

It mimic no unpleasing song. 

The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 

Unpleas’d yc see the thickets bloom, 
Unpleas’d the spring her flowery robe resume; 
Unmov’d the mountain’s airy pile, 

The dappled mead without a smile. 

O let a rural conscious Muse, 

For well she knows, your froward sense accuse : 
Forth to the solemn oak you bring the square. 
And span the massy trunk, before you cry, ’tis fair. 

Nor yet, ye Icaiu’il, nor yet ye courtly train. 

If haply from your haunts ye stray 
To waste with us a summer’s day, 

Exclude the taste of every swain. 

Nor our untutor’d sense disdain: 

‘Tis nature oniy gives exclusive right 
To relish her supreme delight; 

She, where she pleases kind or coy. 

Who furnishes the scene and forms us to enjoy. 

Then hither l>riiig the fair ingenuous mind. 

By her auspicicious aid lehiiM ; 

Lo! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows, 

Or humble hare-bell paints the plain. 

Or \ an(y winds, or fountain flows. 
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Or purple heath is ting’d in vain : 

For such the rivers dash the foaming tides> 
The mountain swells, the dale subsides; 

Ev’n thriftless furze detains their wandering sight. 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with 
delight. 

********^ 

Why brand these pleasures with the name 
Of soft, unsocial toils, of indolence and shame ^ 
Search but the garden, or the wood. 

Let yon admir’d carnation own. 

Not all was meant for raiment, or for food. 

Not all for needful use alone ; 

There while the seeds of future blossoms dwell, 
*Tis colour’d for the sight, perfum’d to please the 
smell. 

Why knows the nightingale to sing? 

Why flows the pine’s nectarcous juice ? 

Wh)^ shines with paint the linnet’s wing ? 

For sustenance alone ? For use ? 

For preservation ? Every sphere 
Shall bid fair pleasure’s rightful claim appear. 

And sure there seem, of human kind, 

Some born to shun the solemn strife; 

Some for amusive tasks design’d. 

To soothe the certain ills of life ; 

Grace its lone vales with many a budding rose. 
New founts of bliss disclose. 

Call forth refreshing shades, and decorate repose. 

* **♦■»*** 
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O memory! celestial maid ! 

Who glean’st the flowerets cropt by Time; 

And, suffering not a leaf to fade, 

Preserv’st the blossoms of our prime; 

Bring, bring those moments to my mind 

When life was new, and Lesbia bind. 

And bring that garland to my sight, 

With which my favour’d crook she bound; 

And bring that wreath of roses bright 
Which then my festive temples crown’d; 

And to my raptur’d ear convey 

The gentle things she deign’d to say. 

And sketch with care the Muse’s bower, 
Where Isis rolls her silver tide; 

Nor yet omit one reed or flower 

That shines on Cherwell’s verdant side 5 

If so thou may’st those hours prolong. 

When polish’d Lycon join’d my song. 

The sons: it ’vails not to recite— 

But sure, to soothe our youthful dreams. 

Those banks and streams appear’d more bright 
Than other banks, than other streams: 

Oi, by thy softening pencil shown. 

Assume thy beauties not their own ? 

And paint that sweetly vacant scene, 

Wlien, all beneath the j}oplar !)ongh. 
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My spirits light, my soul serene, 

I breath’d in verse one cordial vow : 

That nothing should my soul inspire. 

But friendship warm, and love entire. 

Dull to the sense of new deliglit. 

On thee the drooping Muse attends ; 

As some fond lover, robb’d of sight. 

On thy expressive power depends ; 

Nor would exchange thy glowing lines. 

To Jive tlic lord of all that shines. 

But let me chase those vows away 
Which at ambition’s shrine 1 made ; 

Nor ever let thy skill display 

Those anxious moments, ill repaid: 

Oh ! from my breast that season raze. 

And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 
And bring the hobby 1 bestrode; 

When, pleased, in many a sportive rhig. 
Around the room I jovial rode; 

Ev*n let me bid my lyre adieu. 

And bring the whistle that I blew. 

Then will I mu«^c, and pensive say, 

AVIiy did not these enjoyments last; 

How sweetly wasted I the day. 

While innocence allow’d to waste ! 

Ambition’s toils alike are vain. 

But ah ! for pleasure yield us pain. 



IIENIIY C AREY. 

I> 1 KI> 1703. 


H ENUY Carey was a musician by profession, and 
author both of the words and melody of tlie pleasing 
song of Sally in our alley.’* lie came to an 
untimely death by his own hands. 


S\LEV IX niTR AEEKY. 

Of all the girls that are so smart, 

There’b none like prelty Sally; 

Sh e is the darling oi’my heart, 
i^nd she lives in our alley. 

There is mt l.idy in the land. 

Is half so sweet as Sally: 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she Jives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets. 

And through the streets does cry ’em; 

Her mother she sells laces long. 

To such as please to buy ’em: 

But sure such folks could ne’er beget 
So sweet a girl as Sally ! 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 
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When she is by, I leave my work, 

(I love her so sincerely) 

My master comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely'; 

But, let him bang his belly full. 

I’ll bear it all for Sally; 

Slie is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the da 3 '^s that’s in the week, 

I dearly love but one day; 

And that’s the day that comes betwixt 
A Saturday and Monday; 

For then I’m dress’d all in my best. 

To walk abroad with Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master carries me to church. 

And often am 1 blamed. 

Because I leave him in the lurch. 

As soon as text is named; 

I leave the church in sermon time, 

And slink away to Sail}-"; 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

When Christmas comes about again. 

Oh then I shall have money; 

I'll hoard it up, and box it all. 

I’ll give it to my honey: 
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I would it were ten thousand pounds, 
I’d give it all to Sally; 

She is th6 darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master, and the neighbours all, 
Make game of me and Sally ; 

And (but for her) I’d better be 
A slave, and row a galley; 

But when my seven long years are out, 
O then I’ll marry Sally, 

O then we’ll wed, and then we’ll bed, 
But not in our alley. 


END OF VOL. IV. 
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